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INTRODUCTI^s 


I 

The existing portraits of Spenser represent him as a man whose 
noble height of brow and resolute nose are somewhat contra- 
dicted by an imtable and discontented mouth The eyes 
regard the world with cold disapproval 
Indeed, Spenser was ever a disdainful critic of men and 
afEairs, and there is no doubt that he considered himself ill 
requited One of the great men of his age, he raised England 
poetically from the almost insignificant position into which 
she had fallen since the death of Chaucer to that of a major 
power among the nations For this, his reward was virtual 
exile among savages in Ireland, and a small pension that, 
according to some accounts, was not regularly paid Certainly 
he was recognized as The Pnnce of Poets in his Time, but 
then praise tends to take on a hollow note when unaccom- 
panied by more substantial rewards 

It may be that Elizabeth herself, while recogmzmg his 
qualities, did not altogether like this "httle man with little 
bands and little cuffs,” for all his fantastic flattery of her 
After all, Spenser was quite a sharp cntic of her reign, and 
although his grievances were spoken covertly by shepherds, 
or public ills pointed to m the allegorical domgs of foxes and 
apes, it did not need very much perspicacity to unravel such 
parables And he had already made an enemy of Burghley 
by his satire. Mother H%ibhard*$ Tale, where there was little 
chance of that mmister mistakmg the intended identity of 
the fox But m the l^rothalarmon he no longer makes any 
attempt to hide his feelmgs under parables He wntes of 
himself as 

I whom sullen care. 

Through discontent of my long fruitless stay 
In prince’s court, and expectation vain 
Of idle hopes, which still do fly away. 

Like empty shadows did afilict my brain,* 

Walked forth to ease my pain 
Along the shore of silver*-streaming Thames 
vu 
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And this was upon his second return from Ireland m 1595, 
even after the publication of the second three boots of the 
Faery Queen, and within four years of his death 
It is evident that Spenser had hoped for some high position 
at court suitable to his meats, or he may have seen himaaif 
as a man of action and sometimes dreamed of perfor ming 
deeds upon the high seas like Esseit and Ralegh, or imagmed 
himself marchmg beneath the banner of Sidney, that “parfit 
knight," in the Lowlands, though the thought of the poet 
engaged in any of these activities is mcongruous His nature 
was as delicately balanced, his temperament as finely spun, as 
his verse, he was idealistic m the estxeme, and neither in a 
court where the precepts of Machiavelli were as assiduously 
followed as those of Castiglione, nor upon the seas, of which 
he was terrified, would Spenser have attained such a full and 
perfect self-expression as he did in poetry But that he had 
proved himself efBaent m practical life we know, for upon 
his bemg recommended by Elizabeth as a prospective Sheriff 
of Cork m 1595, we find him descnbed in the royal letters 
as "a gentleman so weU known unto you for all his good 
and commendable parts and not unskilful or without 
experience m the wars " 

Nevertheless, one feels that the real world for Spenser was 
that of his poetry, the poetry of the Fasry Queen, the Epifhalce- 
mton, and the Platonic Hymns, rather thah of the satires 
where, not bemg able to see the external world m the terms 
of his ideality, he rebelled against it, became bitter and discon- 
tented Knowing, and havmg known, the essence of hfe, to 
concentrate upon the mechanism of material cause and eff e ct 
must have seemed to him as tedious as a twice-told tale But 
that IS a malady common to poets The world is there, and 
must be dealt with if we are to live m it And if Spenser 
never really succeeded m hvmg m the world of men as 
Shakespeare did, he compromised by embracing the Neopla- 
tonism then fashionable in Europe, and that enabled him to 
regard all sensual beauty, and especially the beauty of womra 
as an aspect of virtue and therefore divme This belief w 
most sweetly and succmctly expressed m the foUowmg stanza 
from the Hymn i« Honour of Beauty 

& evMy spint, as it is most pure, 

And'ha#! i* it 'the more of heavenly light 

So it fairer l^ody doth, procure 

TO 1^^ ft more fairly dight 
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With cheerful grace and amiable sight 
For of the soul the body form doth take 
For soul IS form, and doth the body make 

In this way Spenser was able to satisfy both the longings 
of his blood and of his spint, *by elevating the one to the 
sphere of the other With him, as Professor Legouis has 
remarked, 1 making love to a beautiful woman thus became a 
delightful way of honouring God And certamly in this hymn 
he has given us the purest and noblest expression of the 
Platonic ideal of love in our poetry It is just this admixture 
of the sensuous artist and the celestial idealist in him that 
produced that quality in his poetry which is the most truly 
Spenserian, a quality that being the inevitable expression of 
his nature as a poet is his alone, and one that not a single 
imitator of him has ever been able to reproduce 

It IS as the morahst, distinct from the idealist, that Spenser 
IS least interesting, and although there can be no doubt as to 
the moral basis of his work, his sentiments in this respect, as 
W B Yeats has su'ggested,® always seem more of an ofdcial 
attitude than a truly personal one Thus we have the rather 
pnggish remarks of Piers, the Puntan morahst, in the fifth 
eclogue of the Shepherd^s Calendar, censuring the May-day 
festivities 

For younkers. Palinode, such follies fit 
But we tway bene men of elder wit 

But Spenser himself, in the person of Palinode, can only dwell 
in delighted imagination on the sports 

O that I were there 

To helpen the ladies their maybush bear f 

The Faery Queen, structurally at any rate, is a moral 
allegory, but then even there the morahc acid h^s not bitten 
very deeply into the poet’s nature, and the sombre colours 
left tipon his epic by its stams only threw the brightness of 
the Gardens of Acrasia, by contrast, into a more dazzling 
splendour, just as the presence of the Palmer with Sir Guyon 
heightens the dramatic interest of that whole episode Indeed, 
Spenser’s attitude to morality had ever more in it of the dainty 
epicure than of the true philosopher Had it been otherwise 
he would have been les§ pure as an artist 

1 Edmund Spenser, by fimile Legouis 
® The Cutting of an Agate, by W B Yeats 


* a879 
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II 

When Spenser began to wnte he was faced with the problem 
of remaking the English language for the purposes of poetry 
Smce Chaucer pronunciation had changed to such an extent, 
and accents had become so fluid, that any precise and disci- 
plined writing of verse was impossible The fifteenth century 
had produced one or two anonymous poems that compare 
with the best work of any succeeding age, and early in the 
sixteenth century there is the isolated figure of John Skelton, 
who, far from following any tradition, struck out with a 
bnlliant syncopated verse of his own, very cleverly taking 
full advantage of the uncertain state of the language But 
neither he, with his “ragged rhyme,** nor his contemporaries, 
the painstakmg though clumsy Barclay and Hawes, brought 
anythmg to the technical development of poetry The secret 
of Chaucer's melody had been lost through the disuse of the 
final accented e, and with the Renaissance English prosody 
was simply a welter of unresolved Italian, classical, and 
medieval influences 

Spenser set himself to introduce into English poetry an 
elegance and precision combined with a richness of diction 
and a variety of tonal values such as it had never known 
He set out to show the world that modem England was 
capable of as great a poetry as any age or country ^ To do 
this meant rivalling all the poets most admired at the time of 
the Renaissance — ^Virgil and Ovid, Petrarch and Ariosto, 
Marot and Ronsard Yet with all these foreign models he 
was still jealous of his national inheritance in Chaucer, “the 
well of English undefiled,** and was anxious lest, through too 
close an imitation of all that was then considered finest in 
poetry, the English gemus should be lost to the tongue He 
is careful, therefore, to acknowledge his debt to Chaucer, whom 
he calls the English Tityrus, just as Virgil was the Roman 
Titjn-us, and in his first book he reconciles their two very 
difierent principles in his verse 

On a basis of carefully reasoned cntical theory, then, and 
not without hard traimng and self-disciphne in the art of poesy, 
were published the eclogues that form the Sheph&rd^s CaUndar 
m 1579 This book was the first flowering of the English 

^ Edmund Spenser, pyW L Renwick 
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Renaissance spirit m verse, and at once won for its author the 
position of first poet of the day, which he held undisputed till 
his death 

Not the least remarkable thing about the Shepherd's 
Calendar is the diversity of its mietres There are thirteen 
different metres in the book, rangmg from the elaborate 
artificiality of the sestine in the eighth eclogue to the jigging 
couplets of the second, fifth, and ninth, in which Spenser was 
using Chaucer's line as it was read by his contemporaries 
It is only necessary to compare these poems with Barclay's 
Eclogues^ written at the end of the preceding century, to 
appreciate Spenser's triumph In the Shepherd's Calendar 
poetry left once and for all the dull fallow fields through which 
those earlier writers had so patiently yet so barrenly ploughed 
their way, left them for a new land of spring where a silvery 
music plays in the wind, where poet-shepherds converse all 
day on the hillside, the lull of their solitude invaded only by 
the falhng of streams and the jocund voices of birds Here 
they converse, delightfully far away from reality, till they 
seem figures m the imnute world of an illuminated manuscript 
Their sorrows and their joys have this remoteness too, they 
do not trouble us, even when in Daphna^da the little lamentmg 
figure, with his graven face of woe and dull pilgrim's dress, 
lifts wide arms m an universal imprecation for though we 
clearly hear his voice, he is far away, set in the flawless crystal 
of Spenser's art 

But Daphnatda and the Complaints are "minor" poetry 
m a sense that the Shepherd's Calendar is not The Complaints 
were published in 1591, a year after the first three books of 
the Faery Queen, and may be regarded as a medley collection 
of mostly early pieces revised and hastily put together and 
left in the hands of the printer upon the author's second gomg 
into Ireland Yet, as they finally appeared, none of them 
are so early as not to have somethmg of that transfigurmg 
grace of the poet’s mature spiritualized diction Along with 
the translations of Petrarch and Du Bellay, and the Rums of 
Time and the Visions of the World's Vanity written m imita- 
tion of these authors, and a very much expanded version of 
Virgil's mock-heroic Culex, the volume contained Spenser's 
bitterest political satire, Mother Muhhard's Tale, and the rather 
insincerely protracted Tears of the Muses The first of these 
last, with its vivid picture of the pitifully humiliating state of 
the suitor, was partly the outcome of Spenser's disappomted 
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hopes at court, and the second the result of the discovery that 
his prestige as a poet would not carry him very far in the world 
of affairs ^ < 

Mother Hubhard*s Tale reveals the poet m a Chaucerian 
mood It is the most worldly of his poems, the most vigorous 
and plam in style As already indicated, the fox of the 
parable is intended for Burghley, while the ape represents the 
jomt persons of Alen9on and Simier at a time when the former 
was pushing his suit m person and there was a danger of him 

stealing the lion's skin " The designation of the Frenchmen 
was the more unmistakable, as the queen had actually nick- 
named Simier her ''petit singe " Indeed, the satire was 
dangerously outspoken, and Spenser paid for it with Burghley 's 
displeasure Mmopotmos is a later poem Written in 1590, 
it seems to have been prmted separately and then added to 
the Complaints Unlike the general tenor of that volume, it 
is not "a meditation of the world's vanity, very grave and 
profitable," but a poem, like VirgiVs Gnat, in which the poet 
IS content to be 

Tuning our song unto a tender Muse, 

And like a cobweb weaving slenderly 

Its texture is as light as summer air and glittering with the 
turn and flash of small insect wmgs It inhabits that rare 
non-human realm in which Spenser delighted, far from the 
intngues and passions of men Daphnaida, written about 
the same time and published m 1591, is no return to the 
human realm, being a piece in which the theme of despair is 
treated with the most exquisite and artificial lyricism 

Cohn Clout's Come Home Again (published in 1595) was 
probably written on his return to Ireland at this time, and 
recounts in pastoral form his visit to England Beginning 
with the visit of Ralegh to Kilcolman and their voyage across 
the Insh Sea, it takes us mto the midst of the court where, 
once again thrown into contact with the outside world, the 
satirist in Spenser makes itself felt Though at first intoxi- 
cated with the fine luxury of the court and the reception 

i At the time of the pubhcatioa of this lament on the degeneracy of the 
airts, Shakespeare had written his early plays, Marlowe was already 
to^atenmg tne world with high astounding terms, and a wh(^e bqdy of 
qrama from such minor wjits as Lyly, Greene, Peele, and Nash had been 
launched across the boards It is possible, of course, that Spenser’s more 
maidenly muse found all this work horrifying 
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accorded to him, being soon neglected he begins to realize 
the vanity of such a life and the corruption beneath the fair 
outward show But, as usual, the queen is an exception 

Her power, her mercy, and her wisdom none 
Can deem, but who the Godhead can define 

To this period also belong Astrophel and its companion elegy, 
the Lay of Qlonnda But only those poems which Spenser 
wrote himself for the volume of verses commemorative of 
Sidney's death have been included in this edition 

Not long after his return to Ireland Spenser fell in love with 
Elizabeth Boyle, and after a courtship of rather more than 
twelve months, of which the AmoretU are an idealized account, 
he married her on nth June, 1594 Their marriage is cele- 
brated in the Eptthalamton, one of the miracles of poetry and 
the very essence and culmination of Spenser's art It is the 
product of the most ecstatic passion, in which medieval super- 
stition, classic myth, and a lover's impatient desire, are blended 
in an icy silvery grace The Pfothalamton, which followed it 
in 1596, IS almost as beautiful metrically as his own marriage 
ode, but it lacks the perfect synthesis of the greater poem, and 
the passion Of the Four Hymns, pubhshed at this time, the 
first two, as already mentioned, give expression to his Platonic 
conception of Love and Beauty and were wntten in "the 
greener times of his youth," while the last two were added to 
embody the central ideas of Christianity Nevertheless, Love 
and Beauty in themselves were celestial things to Spenser, so 
the principles involved by the four poems are radically 
the same 

Spenser is still the touchstone of English poetic sensibility, 
the English tradition is rooted in him, and poets who have 
regarded their art as a profession have striven to acquire it 
through him It is for this reason that Charles Lamb called 
him "the poets' poet/' 

To Spenser the idea that "the style is the man" would have 
been meamngless, to him there were as many styles in poetry 
as there were kinds He could well distinguish between the 
personal and the impersonal style in a poet's work, and 
reahzing this impersonal element in great poetry he deliber- 
ately set himself to acquire it, as Milton, Pope, Keats, Shelley, 
and Doughty did after him, and, as suggested, largely through 
him 

Spenser is not a popular poet that is because he is too 
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purely and exclusively a poet and concerned with creating 
abstract aesthetic beauty rather than with telling a story or 
conveying human emotion, and it is the poets who tell stones 
or convey human emotion that are the most popular with that 
small section of the public that is interested in poetry 

It only remams to be said that in the modernization of some 
of the spellmg in this edition special care has been taken not 
to mterfere with Spenser's use of archaic words, nor with his 
pecuhar metamorphoses of familiar words for the sake of 
rhyme, nor have words whose vowel sounds are an integral 
part of the texture of a Ime or passage been tampered with 
The aim throughout has been to facihtate the reading of the 
poems for those who are not familiar with archaic spellmg 
In domg this a certam superficial charm has necessarily been 
sacrificed to plainness But it is to be hoped that nobody's 
susceptibilities will be seriously ofiended, on tummg to 
the Shepherd* s Calendar, by finding “myrrhour" changed 
accordmg to modem usage mto '‘mirror," or "music" spelt 
without the picturesque termmal k The text ot this edition 
has been based upon that of Dr R Moms, by kind permission 
of Messrs Macmillan and Co 
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THE SHEPHERD’S CALENDAR 

CONTAINING TWELVE -ffiGLOGUES 

PROPORTIONABLE TO THE TWELVE MONTHS 

ENTITLED 

To the noble and virtuous Gentleman, most worthy of 
all titles both of learning and chivalry 

MASTER PHILIP SIDNEY 



TO HIS BOOK 


Go, hitle hook f thyself present, 

As child whose parent ts unkent, 

To htm that ts the president 
Of noblesse and of chwalree 
And if that Envy bark at thee, 

As sure it will, for succour flee 
Under the shadow of his wing, 

And asked who thee forth did bring, 

A shepherd’s swam, say, did thee sing 
All as hu straying flock he fed 
And, when his honour has thee read, 
Crave pardon for my har dihead 
But, if that any ask thy name, 

Say, thou wert ba^e-begot with blame, 
For-thy thereof thou takest shame, 
And, when thou art past jeopardee, 
Come tell me whafwas said of me, 
And 1 will send more after thee 
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TO THE MOST EXCELLENT ANP LEARNED BOTH 
ORATOR AND POET 

MASTER GABRIEL HARVEY 

HIS VERY SPECIAL AND SINGULAR GOOD FRIEND E K COMMENDETH 
THE GOOD LIKING OF THIS HIS LABOUR, AND THE PATRONAGE 
OF THE NEW POET 

Uncouth) unktst) said the old famous poet Chaucer whom for his 
excellency and wonderful skill in making, his scholar Lydgate, 
a worthy scholar of so excellent a master, calleth the loadstar of our 
language and whom our Cohn Clout in his ceglogue calleth Tityrus 
the god of shepherds, comparing him to the worthiness of the Roman 
Tityrus, Virgil Which proverb, mine own good friend Ma 
Harvey, as in that good old poet it served well Pandar’s purpose 
for the bolstering of his bawdy brocage, so very well taketh place in 
this our new poet, who for that he is uncouth {as said Chaucer) is 
unkist, and unknown to most men, is regarded but of few But 1 
doubt not, so soon as his name shall come into the knowledge of 
men, and his worthiness be sounded in the trump of fame, but that 
he shall be not only kist, but also beloved of all, embraced of the 
most, and wondered at of the best No less, I think, deservefh his 
wittiness in devising, his pithiness in uttering, his complaints of 
love so lovely, his discourses of pleasure so pleasantly, his pastQral 
rudeness, his moral wiseness, his due observing of decorum every- 
where, in personages, in seasons, in matter, in speech, and generally, 
in all seemly simplicity of handling his matter, and framing his 
words the which of many things which in him be strange, I know 
will seem the strangest, the words themselves being so ancient, the 
knitting of them so short and intricate, and the whole period and 
compass of speech so delightsome for the roundness, and so grabe 
for the strangeness And first of the words to speak, I grant they 
be something hard, and of most men unused, yet both English, and 
also used of most excellent authors, and most famous poets In 
whom, whenos this our poet hath been much travailed and thoroughly 
read, how could it he, (as that worthy orator said) but that walking 
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in ike sun^ although for other cause he walked ^ yet needs he mought 
he sunburnt j and^ having the sound of those ancient poets still 
ringing in his ears, he mought needs^ in singing, hit out some of 
their tunes But whether he useth them by such casualty and 
custom, or of set purpose and ^choice, as thinking them fittest for 
such rustical rudeness of shepherds, either for that their rough 
sound would make his rhymes more ragged and rustical, or eUe 
because such old and obsolete words are most used of country folk, 
sure 1 think, and think 1 think not amiss, that they bring great 
grace, and, as one would say, authority to the verse For albe, 
amongst many other faults, it specially be objected of Valla against 
Livy, and of other against Sallust, that with overmuch study they 
affect antiquity, as coveting thereby credence and honour of elder 
years, yet 1 am of opinion, and eke the best learned are of Ihe like, 
that those ancient solemn words are a great ornament, both tn the 
one, and m the other, the one labouring to set forth in his work an 
eternal image of antiquity, and the other carefully discoursing 
matters of gravity and importance For, if my memory fail not, 
Tully, in that book wherein he endeavoureth to set forth the pattern 
of a perfect orator, saith that ofHimes an anaent word maketh 
the style seem grave, and as it were reverend, no otherwise than we 
honour and reverence gray hairs, for a certain religious regard, 
which we have of old age Yet neither everywhere must old words 
be stuffed in, nor ihe common dialect and manner of speaking so 
corrupted thereby, that, as in old buildings, it seem disorderly and 
ruinous But all as tn most exquisite pictures they use to blaze 
and portraict not only the dainty lineaments of beauty, but also 
round about it to shadow ihe rude thickets and craggy cliffs, that, 
by the baseness of such parts, more excellency may accrue to the 
prinapal,for oft-times we find ourselves, 1 know not how, singularly 
delighted with ihe shm of such natural rudeness, and take great 
pleasure in that disorderly order Even so do those rough and 
harsh terms illumine, and make more clearly to appear, the bright- 
ness of brave and glorious words So oftentimes a discord tn 
music maketh a comely concordance so great delight took the worthy 
poet Alcceus to behold a blemish m the joint of a well-shaped body 
But, if any will rashly blame such his purpose in choice of old and 
unwonted words, him may 1 more justly blame and condemn, or of 
witless headiness m judging, or of heedless hardiness m con- 
demning, for, not marking the compass of hts bent, he will judge 
ef the length of hts cast* for in my opinion it is one special praise 
cfmany, which are due to this poet, that he hath laboured to restore, 
as to their rightful heritage, such good and natural English words, 
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as have been long time out of use^ and almost clean dtshented 
Which IS the only cause, that our mother tongue, which truly of 
itself IS both full enough for prose, and stately enough for verse, 
hath long time been counted most bare and barren of both Which 
default whenas some endeavoured to salve and recur e, they patched 
up the holes with pieces and rags of other languages, borrowing 
here of the French, there of the Italian, everywhere of the Latin, 
not weighing how ill those tongues accord with themselves, but much 
worse with ours so now they have made our English tongue a 
gallimaufry, or hodgepodge of all other speeches Other some, not 
so well seen in the English tongue as perhaps in other languages, 
if they happen to hear an old word, albeit very natural and signifi- 
cant, cry out straightway, that we speak no English, but gibberish, 
or rather such as in old time Evander^s mother spake whose first 
shame is, thcU they are not ashamed, in their own mother tongue, 
to be counted strangers and aliens The second shame no less then 
the first, that whatso they understand not, they straightway deem 
to be senseless, and not at all to be understood Much like to the 
mole in jEsop^s fable, that, being blind herself, would in no wise 
be persuaded that any beast could see The last, more shameful 
than both, that of their own country and natural speech, which 
together wtOfi their nurses* milk they sucked, they have so base 
regard and bastard judgement, that they will not only themselves 
not labour to garnish and beautify it, but also repine, that of other 
it should be embellished Like to the dog in the manger, that him- 
self can eat no hay, and yet barketh at the hungry bullock, that so 
fain would feed, whose currish kind, though it cannot be kept from 
barking, yet can 1 them thank that they refrain from biting 
Now, for the knitting of sentences, which they call the joints and 
members thereof, and for all the compass of the speech, it is round 
without roughness, and learned without hardness, such indeed as 
may be perceived of the least, understood of the most, but judged 
only of the learned For what in most English writers useth to be 
loose, and as it were ungirt, in this author is well grounded, 
finely framed, and strongly trussed up together In regard whereof, 
I scorn and spue out the rascally rout of our ragged rhymers (for $0 
themselves use to hunt the letter) which without learning boast, 
Without judgement jangle, without reason rage and foam, as if some 
instinct of poetical spirit had newly ravished them above the mean^ 
ness of common capacity And being, in the midst of all their 
bravery, suddenly, either for want of matter, or of rhyme, or having 
forgotten their former conceit, they seem to be so pained and 
trofoailed in their remembrance, as it were a woman in childbirth. 
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or as that same Pytkia^ when the trance came upon her *‘Os 
rabidum fera corda domans, &c 

NathelesSj let them a’ God^s name feed on their own folly, so they 
seek not to darken the beams of others^ glory As for Cohn, under 
whose person the author^ s self ist shadowed, how far he is from such 
vaunted titles and glorious shows, both himself sheweth, where 
he saith, 

Of Muses, Hobbmol, I con no skill 

And 

Enough IS me to paint out my unrest, &c 

And also appeareth by the baseness of the name, wherein it 
seemeth he chose rather to unfold great matter of argument covertly 
than, professing it, not suffice thereto accordingly Which moved 
him rather in ceglogues than otherwise to write, doubting perhaps his 
ability, which he little needed, or minding to furnish our tongue 
with this kind, wherein it faulteth, or following the example of the 
best and most anaent poets, which devised this kind of writing, 
being both so base for the matter, and homely for the manner, at the 
first to try their abilities, and as young birds, that be newly crept 
out of the nest, by little first to prove their tender wings, before they 
make a greater fiigkt So flew Theocritus, as you may perceive 
he was already full fledged So flew Virgil, as not yet well feel- 
ing his wings So flew Mantuan, as not being full summed So 
Petrarch So Boccace So Marot, Sannazarus, and also divers 
other excellent both Italian and French poets, whose footing this 
author everywhere followeth, yet so as few, but they be well 
scented, can trace him out So finally flieth this our new poet 
as a bird whose principals be scarce grown out, but yet as one 
that in time shall be able to keep wing with the best 

Now, as touching the general drift and purpose of his ceglogues, I 
mind not to say much, himself labouring to conceal it Only this 
appeareth, that his unstayed youth had long wandered in the common 
labyrinth of love, in which time to mitigate and allay the heat 
of his passion, or else to warn {as he saith) the young shepherds, 
s his equals and companions, of his unfortunate folly, he compiled 
these xij ceglogues, which, for that they be proportioned to the state 
of the xtj months, he termeth the Shepherd's Calendar, applying 
an old name to a new work Hereunto have I added a certain 
gloss, or scholwn, for the exposition of old words, and harder phrases , 
which manner of glosing and commenting, well I wot, will seem 
strange and rare in our tongue yet, for so much as 1 knew many 
excellent and proper devices, both in words and matter, would pass 
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tn the speedy course of reading, either as unknown, or as not 
marked, and that in this kind, as in other, we might be equal to the 
learned of other nations, 1 thought good to take the pains upon me, 
the rather for that by means of some familiar acquaintance I was 
made privy to his counsel and secret meaning in them, as also in 
sundry other works of his, which albeit 1 know he nothing so much 
hateth as to promulgate, yet thus much have I adventured upon his 
friendship, himself being for long time far estranged, hoping that 
this will the rather occasion him to put forth divers other excellent 
works of his, which sleep in silence, as his Dreams, his Legends, 
his Court of Cupid, and sundry others, whose commendations to 
set out were very vain, the things though worthy of many, yet being 
known to few These my present pains, if to any they be pleasur- 
able or profitable, be you judge, mine own good Master Harvey, 
to whom I have, both in respect of your worthiness generally, and 
otherwise upon some particular and special considerations, vowed 
this my labour, and the maidenhead of this our common friend’s 
poetry, himself having already in the beginning dedicated it to the 
noble and worthy gentleman, the right worshipful Ma Phi 
Sidney, a special favourer and maintainer of all kind of learning 
Whose cause, 1 pray you, sir, if envy shall stir up any wrongful 
accusation, defend with your mighty rhetoric and other your rare 
gifts of learning, as you can, and shield with your good will, as 
you ought, against the malice and outrage of so many enemies, as 
1 know will be set on fire with the sparks of his kindled glory And 
thus recommending the author unto you, as unto his most special 
good friend, and myself unto you both, as one making singular 
account of two so very good and so choice friends, 1 bid you both 
most heartily farewell, and commit you and your commendable 
studies to the tuition of the Greatest 

Your own assuredly to be commanded, 

E K 


Post scr 

Now 1 trust, M Harvey, that upon sight of your special friend’s 
and fellow poet’s doings, or else for envy of so many unworthy 
quidams, which catch at the garland which to you alone is due, you 
will be persuaded to pluck out of the hateful darkness those so many 
excellent English poems of yours which he hid, and bring them forth 
to eternal light Trust me, you do both them great wrong, in de- 
priving them of the desired sun, and also yourself, in smothering 
your deserved praises, and all men generally, in withholding from 
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them so divine pleasures ^ which they might conceive oj your gallant 
English veisesj as they have already done of your Latin poems ^ 
whichf m my opinion^ both for invention and elocution are very 
delicate and superexcellent And thus again 1 take my leave of 
my good Master Harvey from, my lodging at London this loth of 
April, 1579 
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Little, I hope, needeth me at large to discourse the first ongmal 
of 8eglogues, having already touched the same But, for the word 
seglogues, I know, is unknown to most, and also mistaken of 
some of the best learned (as they think,) I will say somewhat 
thereof, bemg not at all impertinent to my present purpose 
They were first of the Greeks, the mventours of them, called 
Mglogat^ as it were atyQv, or oXyov^fim \6yoL^ that is, goat- 
herds' tales For although in Virgil and others the speakers 
be more shepherds than goatherds, yet Theocritus, in whom is 
more ground of authority than in Virgil, this specially from that 
denying, as from the first head and wellsprmg, the whole mven- 
tion of these aeglogues, maketh goatherds the persons and authors 
of his tales This being, who seeth not the grossness of such as 
by colour of learning would make us believe that they are more 
nghtly termed eclogat, as they would say, extraordinary dis- 
courses of unnecessary matter which definition albe in substance 
and meaning it agree with the nature of the thing, yet no 
whit answereth with the av<i\v<ns and mterpretation of the 
word For they be not termed eclogues, but ceglogues, which 
sentence this author very well observing, upon good judgement, 
though indeed few goatherds have to do herein, natheless 
doubteth not to call them by the used and best known name 
Other curious discourses hereof I reserve to greater occasion 
These xij seglogues, everywhere answenng to the seasons of 
the twelve months, may be well divided into three forms or 
ranks For either they be plamtive, as the first, the sixth, 
the eleventh, and the twelfth, or recreative, such as all those be, 
which Oontam matter of love, or commendation of special 
personages, or moral, which for the most part be mixed with 
some satirical bitterness, namely, the second, of reverence due 
to old ap, the fifth, of coloured deceit, the seventh and nmth, 
of dissolute shepherds^ and pastors, the tenth, of contempt of 
poetry and pleasant wits And to this division may eveiything 
herein be reasonably applied a few only except, whose speaal 
purpose and meanmg I am not pnvy to And thus much 

9 
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generally of these xij seglogues Now will we speak particularly 
of all, and first of the fibrst, which he calleth by the first month’s 
name, January wherein to some he may seem foully to have 
faulted, in that he erroneously begmneth with that month, which 
beginneth not the year Fcg: it is well known, and stoutly 
mamtamed with strong reasons of the learned, that the year 
beginneth m March , for then the sun reneweth his finished course, 
and the seasonable sprmgrefresheth the earth, and the pleasance 
thereof, bemg buned m the sadness of the dead winter now worn 
away, reliveth 

This opmion mamtain the old astrologers and philosophers, 
namely, the reverend Andalo, and Macrobius m his Holidays 
of Saturn^ which account also was generally observed both of 
Grecians and Romans But, savmg the leave of such learned 
heads, we mamtam a custom of counting the seasons from the 
month January, upon a more special cause than the heathen 
philosophers ever could conceive, that is, for the incarnation of 
our mighty Saviour, and eternal redeemer the L Christ, who, as 
then renewing the state of the decayed world, and returning 
the compass of expired years to their former date and first 
commencement, left to us his heirs a memonal of his birth m 
the end of the last year and beginning of the next Which 
reckonmg, beside that eternal monument of our salvation, 
leaneth also upon good proof of special judgement 

For albeit that m elder times, when as yet the compt of the 
year was not perfected, as afterward it was by Julius Caesar, 
they began to tell the months from March’s begmmng, and 
accordmg to the same God (as is said m Scripture) commanded 
the people of the Jews, to count the month Abib, that which we 
call March, for the first month, m remembrance that m that 
month he brought them out of the land of Egjrpt yet, accordmg 
to tradition of later times, it hath been otherwise observed, both 
in government of the Church and rule of mightiest realms 
For from Julius Cassar who first observed the leap year, which 
he called hissexiilem annum, and brought into a more certam 
course the odd wandermg days which of the Greeks were called 
virep^alvovres, of the Romans tnUrcalares, (for in such matter 
of learning I am forced to use the terms of the learned,) the 
months have been numbered xij, which m the first ordinance 
of Romulus were but ten, countmg but cccuij days in every 
year, and begmmng with March But Numa Pompihus> who 
was the fe-ther of all the Roman ceremonies and religion, seemg 
that reckonmg to agree neither with the coui^se of the sun nor 
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of the moon, thereunto added two months, January and Feb- 
ruary, wherein it seemeth, that wise king minded, upon good 
reason, to begin the year at January, of him therefore so called 
tanqmm Janua anm, the gate and entrance of the year, or of 
the name of the god Janus, to which god for that the old Paynims 
attnbuted the birth and beginning of all creatures new coming 
mto the world, it seemeth that he therefore to him assigned the 
begmning and first entrance of the year Which account for 
the most part hath hitherto contmued notwithstandmg that 
the Egyptians begin their year at September, for that, according 
to the opinion of the best Rabbins and very purpose of the 
Scnpture itself, God made the world m that month, that is 
called of them Ttsn And therefore he commanded them to 
keep the feast of Pavilions m the end of the year, m the 1 5th day 
of the seventh month, which before that time was the first 
But our author respectmg neither the subtilty of the one part, 
nor the antiquity of the other, thinketh it fittest, accordmg to the 
simplicity of common understanding, to begin with January, 
weenmg it perhaps no decorum that shepherds should be seen 
m matter of so deep insight, or canvass a case of so doubtful 
judgement So therefore begmneth he, and so continueth he 
throughout 




THE SHEPHERD’S CALENDAR 


JANUARY 

«GLOGA PRIMA ARGUMENT 

In th%s first esglogue Cohn Cloui, a shepherd's hoy, complmneth him 
of his unfortunate love, being hut newly {as seemeth) enamoured 
of a country lass called Rosalind with which strong affection 
being very sore travailed, he compareth his careful case to the 
sad season of the year, to the frosty ground, to the frozen trees, and 
to his own winter-beaten flock And, lastly, finding himself 
robbed of all former pleasance and delights, he breaketh his pipe 
in pieces, and casteth himself to the ground 

Colin Clout 

A sHEPHERD^s boy (no better do him call) 

When wmter’s wasteful spite was almost spent, 

All m a sunshme day, as did befall. 

Led forth his flock, that had been long ypent 
So faint they wox, and feeble m the fold, 

That now unnethes their feet could them uphold 

All as the sheep, such was the shepherd’s look, 

For pale and wan he was, (alas the while f) 

May seem he loved, or else some care he took 
Well couth he tune his pipe and frame his style 
Then to a hill his fainting flock he led. 

And thus him plained, the while his sheep there fed 

“Ye gods of love, that pity lovers’ pam, 

(If any gods the pam of lovers pity ) 

Look from above, where you in joys remam. 

And bow your ears unto my doleful ditty 
And Pan thou shepherd’s god, that once didst love. 
Pity the pams that thou thyself didst prove 

“Thou barren ground, whom wmter’s wrath hath wasted, 
Art made a mirror to behold my plight 
Whilom thy fresh spnug flowered, and after hasted 
Thy summer proud, with daffadillies dight 
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And now is come thy winter’s stormy state. 

Thy mantle marred, wherem thou maskedst late 

^'Such rage as winter’s reigneth in my heart. 

My life-blood freezing with unkindly cold, 

Such stormy stours do* breed my baleful smart, 

As if my year were waste and woxen old 
And yet, alas, but now my sprmg begun, 

And yet, alas, it is already done 

“You naked trees, whose shady leaves are lost, 
Wherein the birds were wont to build their bower, 
And now are clothed with moss and hoary frost, 
Instead of bloosmes, wherewith your buds did flower 
I see your tears that from your boughs do ram, 
Whose drops m dreary icicles remam 

‘^All so my lustful leaf is dry and sere. 

My timely buds with wailmg all are wasted, 

The blossom which my branch of youth did bear 
With breathed sighs is blown away and blasted, 

And from mme eyes the dnzzlmg tears descend, 

As on your boughs the icicles depend 

“Thou feeble flock, whose fleece is rough and rent, 
Whose knees are weak through fast and evil fare, 
May’st witness well, by thy ill government. 

Thy master’s mmd is overcome with care 
Thou weak, I wan, thou lean, I quite forlorn 
With mourning pine I, you with pining mourn 

“A thousand sithes I curse that careful hour 
Wherem I longed the neighbour town to see, 

And eke ten thousand sithes I bless the stour 
Wherein I saw so fair a sight as she 
Yet all for naught such sight hath bred my bane 
Ah God ' that love should breed both joy and pam 

“It IS not Hobbmol wherefore I plain, 

Albe my love he seek with daily suit, 

His clownish gifts and court’sies I disdain, 

His kids, his cracknels, and his early fruit 
Ah, foohsh Hobbmol* thy gifts bene vam 
Cohn them gives to Rosalmd agam 
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‘^1 love thilk lass (alas^ why do I love^) 

And am forlorn (alas, why am I lorn?) 

She deigns not my good will, but doth reprove, 

And of my rural music holdeth scorn 
Shepherd’s device she h^teth as the snake, 

And laughs the songs that Colm Clout doth make 

“Wherefore, my pipe, albe rude Pan thou please, 

Yet for thou pleasest not where most I would 
And thou, unlucky Muse, that wont’st to ease 
My musing mind, yet canst not when thou should 
Both pipe and Muse shall sore the while able ” 

So broke his oaten pipe, and down did he 

By that, the welked Phoebus gan avail 
His weary warn, and now the frosty night 
Her mantle black through heaven gan overhail 
Which seen, the pensive boy, half m despight. 

Arose, and homeward drove his sunned sheep, 

Whose hanging heads did seem his careful case to weep 

colin’s emblem 
AnchoYd sp^nte 


GLOSS 

Cohn Clout IS a name not greatly used, and yet have I seen a 
poesy of M Skelton s under that title But indeed the word Colm 
IS French, and used of the French poet Marot (if he be worthy of 
the name of a poet) m a certain aeglogue Under which name this 
poet secretly shadoweth himself, as sometimes did Virgil under the 
name of Tityrus* thinkmg it much fitter than such Latin names, for 
the great unlikelihood of the language 
UnnetheSf scarcely 

Couth cometh of fixe verb con, that xs. to know, or to have 
skiU As weU interpreteth the same, the worthy Stt Tho Smith 
m his book of government wherof I have a perfect copy m writing’ 
lent me by his kmsman, and my very singular good frend M 
Gabriel Harvey as also of some other his most grave and excellent 
writings 
Stthe time 

Neighbour town, the next town expressing the Latm Vicina 
Stour, a fit 
Sere, withered 

clownish gifts, imitateth Virgil's verse 

" Kusticus es, Corydon, neo munera curat Alexis ” 
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HobJnnol is a feigned country name, wliereTjy, it bemg so common 
and usual, seemetlf to be hidden the person of some 
and most familiar fnend, whom he entirely and 
beloved, as peradventure shall be more 

In this place seemeth to be some savour of disorderly love, which 
the learned caU paderasttce but it is gathered 
For who that hatii read Plato his dialogue called AlctUades, Xeno 
nhon and Maximus Tynus, of Socrates' opimons, may easily perceive, 
&“h io^muc^ be aUowed andliked of. speciany so meant, 
« l^mt^ u^d who saith. that indeed he loved Alcibiades 
exteemely, yet not Alcibiades’ person, but ^is soul, which is ^mbi- 
SS’ own sdf And so is paderastice much to be preferred before 
»v«'rStLt IS, the love^which enflameth men with lust towd 
womankind But yet let no man think, that herein I stand witt 
Lucian or his devihsh disciple Umco Aretmo in deface of exe^ble 
^rhomble Sis of forbidden and unlawful fl^hhness Whose 

abominable error IS fully confuted of Penomus and others 

I love, a pretty epanorthosis in these two verses, ^ 

paronomasia or playmg with the word where he saith I love 

*^^Rosahn^ a feigned name, which, ^ 

bewray the very name of his love and mwtress, whom by that name 
be coloureth So as Ovid shadoweth his love under the name of 
Comma which of some is supposed to be Juba, the emperor Augustus 
riftnehter aud wife to Agnppa So doth Aruntius Stella every 
whirciTis^dristens indVthis albe it is weU kuoi^ that 
her right name was Violantilla as witnesseth Statans in his E^thala- 
mtum And so the famous paragon of Italy, Madonna 
her letters envelopeth herself under the name of Zima and i^trona 
underSI name of BeUochia And this generally hath been a 
common custom of counterfeiting the names of secret personages 
Avail, bring down 

Overhail, draw over 


EMBLEM 

Hts emblem or poeey is hereunder added m Italian, 
s^eme the meamng whereof is, that notwithstandmg his extreme 
ptsaon and luckless love, yet, leamng on hope, he is somewhat 
recomforted 
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FEBRUARY 

iEGLOGA SECUNDA ARGUMENT 

This CBglogue ts rather moral and general, than bent to any secret or 
particular purpose It specially containeth a discourse of old 
age, in the person of Thenot, an old shepherd, who for his crooked- 
ness and unlustiness is scorned of Cuddie, an unhappy herdman*s 
hoy The matter very well accordeth with the season of the month, 
the year now drooping, and as it were drawing to his last age 
For as in this time of year, so then in our bodies, there is a dry and 
withering cold which congealeth the cruddled blood, and freezeth 
the weatherbeaten flesh with storms of Fortune, and hoar frosts of 
Care To which purpose the old man telleth a tale of the oak and 
the briar, so lively, and so feelingly, as if the thing were set forth 
in some picture before our eyes, more plainly could not appear 

Cuddie Thenot 

Cuddte Ah for pity * will rank winter’s rage 
These bitter blasts never gin t’ assuage^ 

The kene cold blows through my beaten hide, 

All as I were through the body gride 
My ragged ronts all shiver and shajce, 

As doen high towers m an earthquake 
They wont m the wmd wag their wngle tails. 

Perk as a peacock, but now it avails 
Thenot Lewdly complainest thou, lazy lad, 

Of winter’s wrack for makmg thee sad 

Must not the world wend m his common course, 

From good to bad, and from bad to worse. 

From worse unto that is worst of aU, 

And then return to his former fall? 

Who will not suffer the stormy time, 

Where will he live till the lusty prime? 

Self have I worn out thrice thirty years. 

Some m much joy, many in many tears, 

Yet never complained of cold nor heat, 

Of summer’s flame, nor of winter’s threat, 

Ne ever was to Fortune foeman, 

But gently took that ungently came. 

And ever my flock was my chief care. 

Winter or summer they mought well fare 
Cuddle No marvel, Thenot, if thou can bear 
Cheerfully the winter’s wrathful cheer, 

B®79 
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For age and winter accord full nigh, 

This chill, that cold this crooked, that wry. 
And as the low’nng weather looks down, 

So seemest thou hke Good Friday to frown 
But my flow’rmg yQUth is foe to frost. 

My ship unwont m storms to be tost 
Thenot The sovereign of seas he blames in vam. 
That, once sea-beat, will to sea again 
So loit’rmg hve you little herdgrooms, 

Keeping your beasts m the budded brooms 
And when the shining sun laugheth once. 

You deemen the spring is come atonce, 

Then gm you, fond flies, the cold to scorn. 

And crowing m pipes made of green corn, 

You thinken to be lords of the year 
But eft, when ye count you freed from fear. 
Comes the breme winter with chamfred brows, 
Full of wnnkles and frosty furrows, 

Drearily shootmg his stormy dart. 

Which cruddles the blood and pncks the heart 
Then is your careless corage accoyed, 

Your careful herds with cold bene annoyed 
Then pay you the pnce of your surquedry, 

With weeping, and wailmg, and misery 
Cuddte Ah, foolish old man ’ I scorn thy skill, 
That wouldest me my sprmgmg youngth to spill 
I deem thy bram empenshed be 
Through rusty eld, that hath rotted thee 
Or sicker thy head very tottie is, 

So on thy corbe shoulder it leans amiss 
Now thyself hast lost both lop and top, 

Als my buddmg branch thou wouldest crop, 

But were thy years green, as now bene mme, 

To other delights they would incline 
Then wouldest thou learn to carol of love, 

And hery with hymns thy lass’s glove. 

Then wouldest thou pipe of Phyllis’ praise. 

But PhyUis is mme for many days 
I won her with a girdle of gelt, 

Embost with bugle about the belt 
Such an one shepherds would make full fain; 
Such an one would make^thee yoimg agam 
Thenot Thou art a fon of thy love to boast, 
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All that IS lent to love will be lost 
Cuddle Seest how brag yond bullock bears, 

So smirk, so smooth, his pricked ears? 

His horns bene as broad as rainbow bent. 

His dewlap as lithe as lass of Kent 
See how he venteth mto the wmd, 

Weenest of love is not his mmd 
Seemeth thy flock thy counsel can. 

So lustless bene they, so weak, so wan, 

Clothed with cold, and hoary with frost. 

Thy floqk’s father his corage hath lost 
Thy ewes, that wont to have blowen bags. 

Like wailful widows hangen their crags. 

The rather lambs bene starved with cold. 

All for their master is lustless and old 
Thenot Cuddie, I wote thou kenn’st little good, 

So vamly t’ advance thy headless hood. 

For youth is a bubble blown up with breath. 
Whose wit IS weakness, whose wage is death. 
Whose way is wilderness, whose mn Penance, 
And stoop-gallant Age, the host of Grievance 
But shall I tell thee a tale of truth. 

Which I conned of Tityrus in my youth, 
Keeping his sheep on the hills of Kent> 

Cuddle To nought more, Thenot, my mmd is bent 
Than to hear novels of his devise, 

They bene so well-thewed, and so wise. 
Whatever that good old man bespake 
Thenot Many meet tales of youth did he make, 
And some of love, and some of chivalry. 

But none fitter than this to apply 
Now listen a while and hearken the end 
There grew an aged tree on the green, 

A goodly oak sometime had it been, 

With arms full strong and largely displayed. 

But of their leaves they were disarrayed 
The body big, and mightily pight. 

Throughly rooted, and of wonderous height, 
Whilom had been the kmg of the field. 

And mochell mast to the husband did yield. 

And with his nuts larded many swine 
But now the gray moss marred his rme, 

Bhs bared boughs were beaten with storms. 
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His top was bald, and wasted with worms, 

His honour decayed, his branches sere 
Hard by his side grew a braggmg brere. 

Which proudly thrust into th’ element. 

And seemed to threat the firmament 
It was embelhsht with blossoms fair, 

And thereto aye wonned to repair 

The shepherds' daughters to gather flowers, 

To paint their girlonds with his colours, 

And m his small bushes used to shroud 
The sweet mghtmgale singing so loud, 

Which made this foolish brere wax so bold, 

That on a time he cast him to scold 
And sneb the good oak, for he was old 
‘‘Why stand'st there (quoth he) thou brutish block ^ 
Nor for fruit nor for shadow serves thy stock, 

Seest how fresh my flowers bene spread, 

Dyed m lily white and crimson red, 

With leaves engrained in lusty green, 

Colours meet to clothe a maiden queen? 

Thy waste bigness but cumbers the ground, 

And dirks the beauty of my blossoms round 
The mouldy moss, which thee accloyeth. 

My cmnamon smell too much annoyeth 
Wherefore soon I rede thee hence remove, 

Lest thou the pnce of my displeasure prove " 

So spake this bold brere with great disdain 
Little him answered the oak agam, 

But yielded, with shame and grief adawed, ^ 

That of a weed he was overcrawed 
It chanced after upon a day. 

The husbandman self to come that way, 

Of custom for to surview his ground. 

And his trees of state in compass round 
Him when the spiteful brere had espied, 

Causeless complained, and loudly cried 
Unto his lord, stirnng up stem stnfe 
“ 0, my liege lord » the god of my life ' 

Pleaseth you ponder your suppliant's plaint, 

Caused of wrong and cmel constraint. 

Which I your poor vassal daily endure, 

And, but your goodness the same recure, 

Am like for desperate doole to die, 
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Through felonous force of mine enemy ” 

Greatly aghast with this piteous plea, 

Him rested the goodman on the lea. 

And bade the brere in his plaint proceed 
With painted words then gan this proud weed 
(As most usen ambitious folk ) 

His coloured crime with craft to cloak 
‘‘Ah, my sovereign » Lord of creatures all, 
Thou placer of plants both humble and tall, 

Was not I planted of thine own hand. 

To be the pnmrose of all thy land. 

With fiow’ring blossoms to furnish the prime, 
And scarlet berries in summer time? 

How falls It then that this faded oak, 

Whose body is sere, whose branches broke, 
Whose naked arms stretch unto the fire. 

Unto such tyranny doth aspire, 

Hmdering with his shade my lovely light. 

And robbing me of the sweet sun's sight? 

So beat his old boughs my tender side. 

That oft the blood spnngeth from wounds wide. 
Untimely my flowers forced to fall. 

That bene the honour of your coronal 
And oft he lets his canker-worms light 
Upon my branches, to work me more spite, 

And oft his hoary locks down doth cast, 
Wherewith my fresh flowerets bene defaced 
For this, and many more such outrage, 

Craving your goodlihead to assuage 
The rancorous rigour of his might. 

Nought ask I, but only to hold my nght, 
Submittmg me to your good sufferance. 

And praying to be guarded from grievance " 

To this the oak cast him to reply 
Well as he couth, but his enemy 
Had kindled such coals of displeasure. 

That the goodman nould stay his leisure. 

But home him hasted with funous heat, 
Increasmg his wrath with many a threat 
His harmful hatchet he hent m hand, 

(Alas, that it so ready should stand 
And to the field alone he speedeth, 

(Ay little help to harm there needeth *) 
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Anger nouldTet him speak to the tree, 

Enaunter his rage mought cooled be , 

But to the root bent his sturdy stroke, 

And made many wounds m the waste oak 
The axe’s edge did gft turn again. 

As half unwillmg to cut the gram, 

Seemed, the senseless iron did fear, 

Or to wrong holy eld did forbear 
For It had been an ancient tree. 

Sacred with many a mystery. 

And often crossed with the priestes crew, 

And often hallowed with holy-water dew 
But sike fancies weren foolery, 

Aoid broughten this oak to this misery 
For nought mought they qmtten him from decay 
For fiercely the goodman at him did lay 
The block oft groaned under the blow. 

And sighed to see his near overthrow 
In fine, the steel had pierced his pith. 

Then down to the earth he fell forthwith 
His wonderous weight made the ground to quake, 
Th’ earth shrunk under him, and seemed to shake 
There lieth the oak, pitied of none * 

Now stands the brere like a lord alone, 

Pufied up with pnde and vain pleasance. 

But all this glee had no continuance 
For eftsoons wmter gan to approach. 

The blustermg Boreas did encroach. 

And beat upon the sohtary brere, 

For now no succour was seen him near 
Now gan he repent his pride too late, 

For naked left and disconsolate. 

The biting frost nipt his stalk dead, 

The watery wet weighed down his head, 

And heaped snow burd’ned him so sore. 

That now upnght he can stand no more. 

And, being down, is trod in the dirt 
Of cattle, and bruised, and sorely hurt 
Such was th’ end of this ambitious brere. 

For scornmg eld — 

Ctddte Now I pray thee, shepherd, tell it not forth 
Here is a long tale, and little worth 
So long have I hstened to thy speech. 
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That graced to the ground is my breech 
My heart-blood is well-nigh from, I feel, 

And my galage grown fast to my heel 

But little ease of thy lewd tale I tasted 

Hie thee home, shepherd, ^the day is nigh wasted 

thenot's emblem 
IddiOy perche e vecclvio, 

Fa suot al suo essempto 

cuddie’s emblem 

Ntuno vecchto 
Spaventa Iddio 


GLOSS 

Kene, sharp 

Gride, pierced an old word much used of Lydgate^ but not found 
(that I know of) in Chaucer 
Fonts, young bullocks 

Wrack, ruin or violence, whence cometh shipwrack and not 
wreak, that is vengeance or wrath 
Foeman a foe 

Thenoi, the name of a shepherd in Marot his iEglogues 
The sovereign of seas is Neptune the god of the seas The saying 
is borrowed of Mimus Pubhanus, which used this proverb in a verse 
‘'Improbd Neptunum accusat, qui iterum naufragium facit ' 
Herdgrooms, Chaucer's verse almost whole 

Fond flies He compareth careless sluggards, or ill husbandmen, 
to flies that so soon as the sun shineth, or it wexeth anything warm, 
begin to fly abroad when suddenly they be overtaken with cold 
But eft when, a very excellent and lively description of winter, so 
as may be indifferently taken, either for old age, or for winter season 
Breme, chill bitter 
Chamfred, chapt, or wrinkled 
Accoyed, plucked down and daunted 
Surquedry, pride 
Eld, old age 
Sicker, sure 
Tottie, wavering 
Corbe, crooked 
Hery, worship 

Phyllis the name of some maid unknown, whom Cuddie whose 
person is secret, loved The name is usual in Theocritus, Virgil, 
and Hantaan 
Belt, a girdle or waistband 
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A fon^ a fool 
Lithe, soft and gentle 
Venteth, snuff eth in the wind 
Thy flock* s father, the ram 
Crags, necks 

Rather lambs that be ewed ^arly in the beginning of the year 
Youth IS, a very moral and pithy allegory of youth, and the lusts 
thereof compared to a weary wa> faring man 

Tityrus I suppose he means Chaucer, whose praise for pleasant 
tales cannot die, so long as the memory of his name shall live, and 
the name of poetry shaU endure 

Well-thewed, that is. Bene morales, full of moral wiseness 
There grew This tale of the oak and the bnar, he telleth as learned 
of Chaucer, but it is clean in another kind, and rather like to ^sop's 
fables It IS very excellent for pleasant descriptions being alto- 
gether a certam icon, or hypot3rposis of disdainful younkers 
Emhelhsht, beautified and adorned 
Sneb, check 

Why stand* st The speech is scornful and very presumptuous 

Engrained, dyed in grain 

Accloyeth, encumbereth 

Adawed, daunted and confounded 

T^^ees of state taller trees, fit for timber wood 

Stern strife, said Chaucer s fell and sturdy 

O my liege, a manner of supphcation, wherein is kindly coloured 
the affection and speech of ambitious men 
Coronal, garland 
Flowerets young blossoms 
The primrose, the chief and worthiest 

Naked arms, metaphorically meant of the bare boughs spoiled 
of leaves This colourably he speaketh, as adjudging him to the fire 
The blood, spoken of a block, as it were of a living creature, 
figuratively, and (as they say) xar* 

Hoary locks, metaphoncally for withered leaves 

Hent, caught 

Nould, for would not 

Ay evermore 

Wounds, gashes 

Enaunter, lest that 

The priesies crew, holy-water pot, wherewith the popish pnest 
used to sprinkle and hallow the trees from mischance Such 
blindness was in those times, which the poet supposeth to have 
been the final decay of this ancient oak 

The block oft groaned, a lively figure, which giveth sense and feel- 
ing to unsensible creatures, as Virgil also sayeth *'Saxa gemunt 
gravido, * &c 

Boreas, the northern wind, that bringeth the most stormy weather 
Glee, cheer and joUity ^ 

For scorning eld And mmdmg (as should seem) to have made 
rhyme to the former verse, he is cunningly cut off by Cuddie, as 
disdaimng to hear any more 

Galage, a startup or clownish shoe 
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EMBLEM 

This emblem is spoken of Thenot, as a moral of his former tale 
namely, that God, which is himself most aged, being before all 
ages, and without beginmng, maketh those, whom he loveth, like 
to himself, in heaping years unto th^ir days, and blessing them with 
long life For the blessing of age is not given to all, but unto those 
whom God will so bless And albeit that many evil men reach 
unto such fullness of years and some also wax old in misery and 
thraldom yet therefore is not age ever the less blessing For 
even to such evil men such number of years is added, that they may 
in their last days repent, and come to their first home So the old 
man checketh the rash-headed boy for despising his gray and 
frosty hairs 

Whom Cuddle doth counterbufi with a biting and bitter proverb, 
spoken indeed at the first in contempt of old age generally for it 
was an old opmion, and yet is continued in some men's conceit, 
that men of years have no fear of God at all, or not so much as 
younger folk for that being ripened with long experience, and 
having passed many bitter brunts and blasts of vengeance, they 
dread no storms of Fortune, nor wrath of God, nor danger of men, 
as being either by long and npe wisdom armed against all mischances 
and adversity, or wifii much trouble hardened against all trouble- 
some tides like unto the ape, of which is said in ^sop's fables, that, 
oftentimes meeting the hon, he was at first sore aghast and dismayed 
at the gnmness and austenty of his countenance, but at last, being 
acquainted with his looks, he was so far from fearing him, that 
he would famiharly gibe and jest with him Such long experience 
breedeth m some men security Although it please Erasmus, a 
great clerk, and good old father, more fatherly and favourably to 
construe it, in his Adages, for his own behoof that by the proverb, 
“Nemo senex metuit Jovem," is not meant, that old men have no 
fear of God at all but that they be far from superstition and 
idolatrous regard of false gods as is Jupiter But his great learning 
notwithstanding it is too plain to be gainsaid that old men are much 
more inclined to such fond fooleries than younger heads 
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MARCH 

iEGLOGA TERTIA ARGUMENT 

In th%$ 48 glogue two shepherds* boys taking occasion of the season, 
begin to make purpose of lov9^, and other pleasance which to springs 
time IS most agreeable The special meaning hereof is, to give 
certain marks and tokens to know Cupid the poets* god of Love 
But more particularly, I think, in the person of Thomalin is 
meant some secret friend, who scorned Love and his knights so 
long till at length himself was entangled and unawares wounded 
with the dart of some beautiful regard which is Cupid* s arrow 

Willy Thomalin 
Wil Thomalin, why sitten we so, 

As weren overwent with woe. 

Upon so fair a morrow ^ 

The joyous time now nigheth fast. 

That shall alegge this bitter blast, 

And slake the winter's sorrow 
Tho Sicker, Willy, thou warnest well, 

For winter's wrath begins to quell. 

And pleasant spnng appeareth 
The grass now gins to be refresht. 

The swallow peeps out of her nest. 

And cloudy welkin cleareth 
Wtl Seest not thilk same hawthorn stud. 

How bragly it begins to bud, 

And utter his tender head ? 

Flora now calleth forth each flower, 

And bids make ready Maia's bower. 

That new is uprist from bed 
Then shall we sporten in delight. 

And learn with Lettice to wex light. 

That scornfully looks askance, 

Then will we little Love awake, 

That now sleepeth in Lethe lake, 

And pray him leaden our dance 
Tho Willy, I ween thou be assot. 

For lusty Love still sleepeth not, 

But is abroad at his game 
Wtl How kenn'st thou that he is awoke? 

Or hast thy self his slumber broke, 

Or made pnvy to the same? 
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Where in a bush he did him hide. 

With wings of purple and blue, 

And, were not that my sheep would stray, 
The privy marks I would bewray. 

Whereby by chance I him knew 
Wtl Thomalm, have no care for-thy. 

Myself will have a double eye, 

Ylike to my flock and thine, 

For als at home I have a sire, 

A stepdame eke, as hot as fire, 

That duly adays counts mine 
Tho Nay, but thy seeing will not serve. 

My sheep for that may chance to swerve. 
And fall into some mischief 
For sithens is but the third morrow 
That I chanced to fall asleep with sorrow 
And waked agam with gnef , 

The while thilk same unhappy ewe, 

Whose clouted leg her hurt doth shew, 

Fell headlong into a dell, 

And there unjomted both her bones 
Mought her neck bene jomted attones, 

She should have need no more spell 
Th’ elf was so wanton and so wood, 

(But now I trow can better good) 

She mought ne gang on the green 
Wtl Let be, as may be, that is past 
That IS to come, let be forecast 
Now tell us what thou hast seen 
Tho It was upon a holiday, 

When shepherds’ grooms han leave to play, 
I cast to go a shooting 
Long wand’nng up and down the land. 
With bow and bolts in either hand, 

For birds in bushes tooting, 

At length withm an ivy tod 
(There shrouded was the little god) 

I heard a busy bustlmg 
I bent my bolt against the bush. 

Listening if anything did rush. 

But then heard no more rustling 
Then, peeping close into the thick, 

Might see the moving of some quick, 
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Whose shape appeared not 
But were it faery, fiend, or snake. 

My courage yearned it to awake. 

And manhilly thereat shot 
With that sprang forth a naked swam 
With spotted wings, like peacock’s tram. 
And laughmg lope to a tree, 

His gilden quiver at his back. 

And silver bow, which was but slack. 
Which lightly be bent at me 
That seeing, I levelled agam 
And shot at him with might and mam, 
As thick as it had hailed 
So long I shot, that all was spent. 

Then pumice stones I hastly hent 
And threw, but nought availed 
He was so wimble and so wight, 

From bough to bough he lepped hght. 
And oft the pumice latched 
Therewith afirayed, I ran away, 

But he, that erst seemed but to play, 

A shaft in earnest snatched. 

And hit me running m the heel 
For then I httle smart did feel. 

But soon It sore mcreased, 

And now it rankleth more and more. 
And inwardly it fest’reth sore, 

Ne wot I how to cease it 
Wtl Thomahn, I pity thy plight, 

Perdie with Love thou diddest fight, 

I know him by a token. 

For once I heard my father say, 

How he him caught upon a day, 
(Whereof he will be wroken) 

Entangled m a fowhng net, 

Which he for carrion crows had set 
That m our pear-tree haunted 
Then said, he was a wmgld lad, 

But bow and shafts as then none had, 
Else had he sore been daunted 
But see, the welkm thicks apace, 

And stoopmg Phoebus steeps his face 
It ’s time to haste us homeward 
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willy’s emblem 

To be wtse, and eke to love, 

Is granted scarce to gods above 

thomalin’s emblem 

Of honey and of gallon love there is store, 

The honey is much, but the gall ts more 

GLOSS 

This seglogue seemeth somewhat to resemble that same of Theo- 
cntus, wherein the boy hkewise telling the old man, that he had 
shot at a winged boy in a tree, was by him warned to beware of 
mischief to come 
Overwent, overgone 
Alegge, to lessen or assuage 
To quell, to abate 
Welkin, the sky 

The swallow, which bird useth to be counted the messenger, and 
as it were, the forerunner of spring 

Flora, the goddess of flowers, but indeed (as saith Tacitus) a 
famous harlot, which, with the abuse of her body having gotten 
great riches, made the people of Rome her heir who, in remembrance 
of so great beneficence, appointed a yearly feast for the memorial 
of her, callmg her, not as she was, nor as some do think, Andromca, 
but Flora, making her the goddess of flowers, and doing yearly to 
her solemn sacrifice 

Mata* s bower, that is, the pleasant field, or rather the May bushes 
Maia IS a goddess, and the mother of Mercury in honour of whom 
the month of May is of her name so called, as saith Macrobius 
Lettice, the name of some country lass 
Askance, askew or asquint 
For-thy, therefore 

Lethe is a lake in hell, which the poets call tlie lake of forgetfulness 
For Lethe signifieth forgetfulness Wherein the souls being dipped 
did forget the cares of -flieir former hfe So that by love sleeping in 
Lethe lake, he meaneth he was almost forgotten, and out of know- 
ledge, by reason of winter’s hardness, when all pleasures, as it were, 
sleep and were out of mind 
Assot, to dote 

Hts slumber To break Love’s slumber is to exercise the delights 
of love, and wanton pleasures 

Wtngs of purple, so is he feigned of the poets 
For als, he imitateth Virgil’s verse 

”Est mihi namque domi pater, est mjusta noverca, &c ” 

A dell, a hole in the ground 

Spell is a kind of verse or charm, that in elder times they used 
often to say over every thing that ttiey would have preserved, as 
the nightspell for thieves, and the woodspell And herehence, I 
thpk, IS named the gospel, as it were God’s spell, or word And so 
saith Chaucer ’’Listeneth lordings to my spell ” 
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Gangt go 

An tvy tod, a thick bush 

Swatn, a bo> For so is he descnbed of the poets to be a boy, s 
always fresh and lusty blindfolded, because he maketh no difference 
of personages with divers coloured wings, s full of fl3ang fancies 
with bow and arrow, that is, with glance of beauty, which pncketh 
as a forked arrow He is said also to have shafts, some leaden, 
some golden that is, both pleasure for the gracious and loved and 
sorrow for the lover that is disdained or forsaken But who list 
more at large to behold Cupid's colours and furniture, let him read 
either Propertius, or Moschus his Idylhon of Winged Love, being now 
most excellently translated into Latin, by the singular learned man 
Angelus Pohtianus which work I have seen, amongst other of this 
poet s doings very well translated also into English rhymes 

Wimhle and wight, quick and deliver 

In the heel is very poetically spoken, and not without special 
judgement For I remember that in Homer it is said of Thetis, 
that she took her young babe Achilles, being newly born, and 
holding him by the heel, dipped him in the !]&ver of Styx The 
virtue whereof is, to defend and keep the bodies washed therein 
from any mortal wound So Achilles being washed all over, save 
only his heel, by which his mother held, was in the rest mvulnerable, 
therefore by Pans was feigned to be shot with a poisoned arrow in 
the heel, whiles he was busy about the marrying of Polyxena in the 
Temple of Apollo which mystical fable Eustathius unfolding saith 
that by wounding in the heel is meant lustful love For from the 
heel (as say the best physicians) to the privy parts there pass certain 
veins and slender sinews as also the like come from the head, and 
are earned like little pipes behind the ears so that (as saith Hippo- 
crates) if those veins there be cut asunder, the part straight becom- 
eth cold and unfruitful Which reason our poet well weighing, 
maketh this shepherd's boy of purpose to be wounded by Love 
in the heel 

Latched, caught 

Wrohen, revenged 

For once In this tale is set out the simplicity of shepherds' opinion 
of Love 

Stooping Phoehus, is a penphrasis of the sun setting 


EMBLEM 

Hereby is meant, that all the dehghts of love wherein wanton 
youth walloweth, be but folly mixt with bitterness, and sorrow 
sauced with repentance For besides that the very affection of 
love itself, tormenteth the mind, and vexeth the body many ways, 
with unrestfulness all mght, and weariness all day, seeking for that 
we cannot have and finding that we would not have even the self 
things which best before us hked, in course of time, and change of 
nper years, which also therewithal changeth our wonted liking 
and former fantasies, will then seem loathsome, and breed us annoy- 
ance, when youth's fiower is withered, and we find our bodies and 
wits answer not to such vain jolhty and lustful pleasance 
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APRIL 

iEGLOGA QUARTA ARGUMENT 

This cegloque ts purposely intended tojhe honour and praise of our most 
gracious sovereign, Queen Elizabeth The speakers herein he 
Hohhinol and Thenot two shepherds the which Hohhinol being 
before mentioned greatly to have loved Cohn 1$ hei e set forth more 
largely, complaining him of that boy*s great misadventure in 
love whereby his mind was alienate and withdrawn not only 
from him, who most loved him, but also from all former delights 
and studies, as well in pleasant piping, as conning rhyming and 
singing, and other his laudable exercises Whereby he taketh 
occasion, for proof of his more excellency and skill in poetry to 
record a song, which the said Cohn sometime made in honour of 
her Majesty, whom abruptly he termeth Elisa 

Thenot Hobbinol 

The Tell me^ good Hobbinol, what gars thee greet 
What^ hath some wolf thy tender lambs ytom? 

Or IS thy bagpipe broke, that sounds so sweet ^ 

Or art thou of thy loved lass forlorn^ 

Or bene thine eyes attempered to the year, 

Quenching the gasping furrows’ thirst with ram > 

Like Apnl shower so streams the tncklmg tears 
Adown thy cheek, to quench thy thirsty pam 

Hob Nor this, nor that, so much doth make me mourn. 
But for the lad, whom long I loved so dear. 

Now loves a lass that all his love doth scorn 
He plunged m pain, his tressed locks doth tear 

Shepherds’ dehghts he doth them all forswear. 

His pleasant pipe, which made us memment. 

He wilfully hath broke, and doth forbear 
His wonted songs, wherein he all outwent 

The What is he for a lad, you so lament^ 

Is love such pinching pam to them that proved 

And hath he skill to make so excellent, 

Yet hath so little skill to bndle love? 

Hob Cohn thou kenn’st, the southern shepherd’s boy. 
Him Love hath wounded with a deadly dart 

Whilom on him was all my care and joy. 

Forcing with gifts to win his wanton heart 
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But now from me his madding mmd is start, 
And WOOS the widow's daughter of the glen, 
So now fair Rosalind hath bred his smart. 

So now his friend is changed for a fren 

The But if his ditties iJene so trimly dight, 

I pray thee, Hobbmoll, record some one, 

The whiles our flocks do graze about m sight, 
And we close shrouded in this shade alone 

Hob Contented I then will I smg his lay 
Of fair Ehsa, queen of shepherds all. 

Which once he made as by a spring he lay. 

And tuned it unto the water's fall 

“ Ye dainty nymphs, that in this blessed brook 
Do bathe your breast. 

Forsake your wat'ry bowers, and hither look. 

At my request 

And eke you virgms, that on Pamasse dwell. 
Whence floweth Helicon, the learned well. 

Help me to blaze 
Her worthy praise. 

Which m her sex doth all excel 

“Of fair Elisa be your silver song, 

That blessed wight. 

The flower of virgins may she flounsh long 
In princely phght * 

For she is Synnx' daughter without spot. 

Which Pan, the shepherds' god, of her begot 
So sprong her grace 
Of heavenly race. 

No mortal blemish may her blot 

“See, where she sits upon the grassy green, 

(0 seemly sight 

Yclad m scarlet, like a maiden queen, 

And ermines white 
Upon her head a cremosm coronet, 

With damask roses and daffadillies set 
Bay leaves between, 

And primroses green, 

Embeflish the sweet violet 
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‘‘Tell me^ have ye seen her angelic face^ 

Like Phoebe fair? 

Her heavenly *haviour, her princely grace, 

Can you well compare^ 

The red rose medled with t^Je white yfere, 

In either cheek depemcten lively cheer 
Her modest eye, 

Her majesty, 

Where have you seen the like but there? 

“ I saw Phoebus thrust out his golden head, 

Upon her to gaze 

But, when he saw how broad her beams did spread. 
It did him amaze 

He blushed to see another sun below, 

Ne durst again his fiery face out show 
Let him, if he dare. 

His brightness compare 
With hers, to have the overthrow 

“Shew thyself, Cynthia, with thy silver rays, 

And be not abasht. 

When she the beams of her beauty displays, 

0, how art thou dasht > 

But I will not match her with Latona’s seed. 

Such folly great sorrow to Niobe did breed 
Now she is a stone. 

And makes daily moan, 

Warning all other to take heed 

“Pan may be proud that ever he begot 
Such a bellibone. 

And Syrinx rejoice that ever was her lot 
To bear such an one 

Soon as my younglings crien for the dam 
To her will I offer a milkwhite lamb 
She IS my goddess plam, 

And I her shepherd's swam, 

Albe forswonk and forswat I am 

“I see Calliope speed her to the place. 

Where my goddess shines. 

And after her the other Muses trace. 

With their violmes* 
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Bene they not bay branches which they do bear, 

All for Elisa in her hand to wear^ 

So sweetly they play, 

And sing all the way. 

That it a heaven is to hear 

» 

**Lo ^ how finely the Graces can it foot 
To the instrument 

They dancen deffly, and singen soot, 

In their merriment 

Wants not a fourth Grace, to make the dance even > 
Let that room to my lady be yeven 
She shall be a Grace, 

To fill the fourth place. 

And reign with the rest m heaven 

And whither runs this bevy of ladies bright, 
Ranged in a row? 

They bene all Ladies of the Lake behight, 

That unto her go 

Chloris, that is the chiefest nymph of all, 

Of olive branches bears a coronal 
Olives bene for peace, 

When wars do surcease 
Such for a pnncess bene principal 

‘‘Ye shepherds' daughters, that dwell on the green, 
Hie you there apace 

Let none come there but that virgms bene, 

To adorn her grace 

And when you come, whereas she is m place, 

See that your rudeness do not you disgrace 
Bind your fillets fast, 

And gird in your waist. 

For more fineness, with a tawdry lace 

‘"Bring hither the pink and purple columbine, 

With gillyflowers, 

Brmg coronations, and sops in wine, 

Worn of paramours 

Strow me the ground with daffadowndillies, 

And cowslips, and kmgcups, and lov6d lilies 
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The pretty paunce. 

And the chevisaunce, 

Shall match with the fair flower-de-lis 

“Now rise up, Elisa, decked as thou art 
In royal array, * 

And now ye dainty damsels may depart 
Each one her way 

I fear I have troubled your troops too long 
Let dame Elisa thank you for her song 
And if you come hether 
When damsons I gether, 

I will part them all you among ’’ 

The And was thilk same song of Cohn’s own making? 

Ah, foolish boy^ that is with love yblent 
Great pity is, he be in such takmg. 

For naught caren, that bene so lewdly bent 

Hob Sicker I hold him for a greater fon, 

That loves the thing he cannot purchase 
But let us homeward, for night draweth on, 

And twinkling stars the daylight hence chase 

thenot’s emblem 
0 quam te memorem Virgo I 

hobbinol’s emblem 
0 dea certe ^ 


GLOSS 

Gars thee greet, causeth thee weep and complain 
Forlorn, left and forsaken 

Attemp red to the year, agreeable to the season of the year, that is 
April, which month is most bent to showers and seasonable rain 
to quench that is, to delay the drought, caused through dryness 
of March winds 

The Lad, Colin Clout 
The Lass, Rosalinda 
Tressid locks, wreathed and curled 

Is he for a lad? a strange manner of speaking, s what manner of 
lad IS he ^ 

To make, to rhyme and versify For in this word, making, our 
old English poets were wont to comprehend all the skill of poetry. 
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according to the Greek word iroielv, to make, whence cometh the 
name of poets 

Cohn thou kenn^st^ knowest Seemeth hereby’- that Coliti pertaineth 
to some southern nobleman, and perhaps in Surrey or Kent, the 
rather because he so often nameth the Kentish downs, and before. 
As hthe as lass of Kent 

The widow* s He calleth Rosahnd the widow's daughter of the glen, 
that is, of a country hamlet or borough, which I think is rather said 
to colour and conceal the person, than simply spoken For it is 
well known, even in spite of Colin and Hobbinol, that she is a gentle 
woman of no mean house, nor endued with any vulgar and common 
gifts, both of nature and manners but such indeed, as need neither 
Cohn be ashamed to have her made known by his verses, nor Hob- 
binol be gneved, that so she should be commended to immortality 
for her rare and singular virtues specially deserving it no less, than 
either M3nrto the most excellent poet Theocritus his darling, or 
Lauretta the divine Petrarch's goddess, or Himera the worthy poet 
Stesichorus his idol, upon whom he is said so much to have doted 
that, in regard of her excellency, he scorned and wrote against the 
beauty of Helena For which his presumptuous and unheedy hardi- 
ness, he IS said by vengeance of the gods, thereat being offended, to 
have lost both his eyes 

Ffen^ a stranger The word, I think, was first poetically put, and 
afterward used in common custom of speech for foreign 

Bight, adorned 

Lay, a song as roundelays and virelays 

In all this song is not to be respected, what the worthiness of her 
Majesty deserveth, nor what to the highness of a prince is agreeable, 
but what is most comely for the meanness of a shepherd wit or to 
conceive, or to utter And therefore he calleth her Ehsa, as through 
rudeness tnpping in her name, and a shepherd's daughter, it being 
very unfit, that a shepherd's boy, brought up in the sheepfold, should 
know, or ever seem to have heard of, a queen's royalty 

Ye dainty, is, as it were, an exordium ad preparandos animos 

Virgins the mne Muses, daughters of Apollo and Memory, whose 
abode the poets feign to be on Parnassus, a hill in Greece, for that in 
that counixy specially flounshed the honour of all excellent studies 

Helicon is both the name of a fountain at the foot of Parnassus, 
and also of a mountam in Boeotia, out of which floweth the famous 
spnng Castahus, dedicate also to the Muses of which spring it is 
said, that, when Pegasus the winged horse of Perseus (whereby is 
meant fame and flying renown) struck the ground with his hoof, 
suddenly thereout sprang a well of most clear and pleasant water, 
which from thenceforth was consecrate to the Muses and Ladies of 
learning 

Your silver song seemeth to imitate the like in Hesiodus, dfry^piov 
ja4\os 

Syrinx is the name of a nynSph of Arcady, whom when Pan being 
in love pursued, she, flying from him, of the gods was turned into 
a reed So that Pan catchmg at the reeds, instead of the damsel, 
puffing hard (for he was almost out of wind) with his breath 
^»de Ihe reeds to pipe, which he seeing, took of them, and, in 
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remembrance of his lost love, made him a pipe thereof But here 
by Pan and Syrinx is not to be thought, that the shepherd simply 
meant those poetical gods but rather supposing (as seemeth) her 
grace s progeny to be divine and immortal (so as the Paynims were 
wont to judge of all kings and princes, according to Homer's sa3nng, 
Bvfibs db /M^yas icrri dLOT(M<p4os jSafrtX^os, 

5' iK Al6s ipcXet 84 e fMjrlera Zevs,) 

could devise no parents in his judgement so worthy for her, as Pan 
the shepherds' god, and his best beloved Synnx So that by Pan 
is here meant the most famous and victorious king, her highness' 
father, late of worthy memory, K Henry the Eighth And by that 
name, oft-times (as hereafter appeareth) be noted kings and mighty 
potentates and in some place Christ himself, who is the very Pan 
and god of shepherds 

Cremosin coronet He deviseth her crown to be of the finest and 
most dehcate flowers, instead of pearls and precious stones, where- 
with princes' diadems use to be adorned and embossed 

Emhelhsh^ beautify and set out 

Phoebe, the moon, whom the poets feign to be sister unto Phoebus, 
that IS, the sun 

Medled, mingled 

Yfere, together By the mingling of the red rose and the white is 
meant the uniting of the two principal houses of Lancaster and 
York by whose long discord and deadly debate this realm many 
years was sore travailed, and almost clean decayed Till the famous 
Henry the Seventh, of the line of Lancaster, takmg to wife the most 
virtuous Princess Ehrabeth, daughter to the fourth Edward of the 
house of York, begat the most royal Henry the Eighth aforesaid 
m whom was the first union of the white rose and the red 

Calhope, one of the nine Muses to whom they assign the honour of 
all poetical invention, and the first glory of the heroical verse 
Others say that she is the goddess of rhetoric, but by Virgil it is 
manifest, that they mistake the thing For there, in his Epigrams 
that art seemeth to be attributed to Polymnia, saying, 

"Signat cuncta manu, loquiturque Polymnia gestu " 

Which seemeth specially to be meant of action, and elocution, both 
special parts of rhetoric beside that her name, which (as some 
construe it) importeth great remembrance, containeth another part 
but I hold rather with them, which call her Polymma, or Polyhymnia, 
of her good singing 

Bay branches be the sign of honour and victory, and therefore of 
mighty conquerors worn in their triumphs, and eke of famous poets, 
as saith Petrarch in his Sonnets, 

''Arbor vittonosa tnomphale. 

Honor d' Imperadon et di Poeti," &c 

The Graces be three sisters, the daughters of Jupiter, (whose names 
are Aglaia, Thalia, Euphrosyne, and Homer only added a fourth 
s Pasithea) otherwise called Chantes, that is, thanks whom the 
poets feigned to be the goddesses of all bounty and comeliness, which 
therefore (as saith Theodontius) they make three, to wit, that men 
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first ought to be gracious and bountiful to other freely then to 
receive benefits at other men's hands courteously, and thirdly to 
requite them thankfully, which are three sundry actions in liberahty 
And Boccace saith, that they be painted naked (as they were indeed 
on the tomb of C Juhus Caesar) the one having her back toward us 
and her face fromward, as proceeding from us the other two toward 
us, noting double thank to be due to us for the benefit we have done 
Deffly, finely and nimbly 
Soot, sweet 
Mernnient, mirth 

Bevy A bevy of ladies is spoken figuratively for a company, or 
troop the term is taken of larks For they say a bevy of larks, 
even as a covey of partridge, or an eye of pheasants 

Ladies of the Lake be nymphs For it was an old opinion amongst 
the ancient heathen, that of every spring and fountain was a goddess 
the sovereign Which opinion stuck in the minds of men not many 
years sithence, by means of certain fine fablers, and loud bars, such 
as were the authors of King Arthur the Great, and such-like, who 
tell many an unlawful leasing of the Ladies of the Lake, that is, 
the nymphs For the word nymph in Greek, signifieth well-water, or 
otherwise, a spouse or bnde 
Behight called or named 

Chlorxs, the name of a nymph and signifieth greenness, of whom is 
said, that Zephyxus the western wind, being in love with her and 
coveting her to wife, gave her for a dowry the chiefdom and 
sovereignty of all flowers and green herbs growing on earth 

Ohves bene The olive was wont to be the ensign of peace and 
quietness, either for that it cannot be planted and pruned, and so 
carefully looked to as it ought, but in time of peace or else for that 
the olive tree, they say, will not grow near the fir tree, which is 
dedicate to Mars the god of battle, and used most for spears, ahd 
other instruments of war Whereupon is finely feigned, that when 
Neptune and Minerva strove for the naming of the city of Athens, 
Neptune stnkmg the ground with his mace caused a horse to come 
forth that importeth war, but at Minerva's stroke sprung out an 
ohve, to note that it should be a nurse of leammg, and such peaceable 
studies 

Bind yom, spoken rudely, and according to shepherds' simplicity 
Bring All these be names of flowers Sops in wine, a flower in 
colour much like to a coronation, but diflEenng in smell and quantity 
Blowef'-de’-hs, that which they use to misterm flower deluce, being in 
Latin called Flos deliciarum 

A Belhbone, or a bombell, homely spoken for a fair maid, or 
bonilass 

Forswonk and forswat, overlaboured and sunburnt 
J saw Phcehus, the sun A sensible narration, and present view 
of the thing mentioned, which they call 7rapov<rla 
Cynthia the moon, so called of Oynthus a hill where she was 
honoured 

Latona*s seed was Apollo and Diana Whom, whenas Niobe the 
wife of Amphion scorned, m respect of the noble fruit of her womb^ 
namdiy her seven sons, and so many daughters, Latona, being there- 
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with, displeased, commanded her son Phoebus to slay all the sons, 
and Diana all the daughters whereat the unfortunate Niobe being 
sore dismayed, and lamenting out of measure, was feigned of the 
poets to be turned into a stone, upon the sepulchre of her children 
for which cause the shepherd saith he will not compare her to them, 
for fear of like misfortune ^ 

Now risct IS the conclusion For, having so decked her with 
praises and comparisons, he retumeth all the thank of his labour to 
the excellency of her Majesty 

When damsons, a base reward of a clownish giver 
Yblent y is a poetical addition blent, bhnded 

EMBLEM 

This poesy is taken out of Virgil, and there of him used in the 
person of Mnesis to his mother Venus appearing to him in likeness 
of one of Diana's damosels being there most divinely set forth To 
which similitude of divinitv Hobbmol, comparing the excellency of 
Elisa and being through the worthiness of Cohn's song, as it were, 
overcome with the hugeness of his imagination, bursteth out in great 
admiration, (0 quam ie memorem vtrgol) being otherwise unable, 
than by sudden silence, to express the worthiness of his conceit 
Whom Thenot answereth with another part of the hke verse, as 
confirming by his grant and approvance, that Ehsa is no whit 
inferior to the majesty of her, of whom that poet so boldly pro- 
nounced 0 dea carte 


MAY 

iEGLOGA QUINTA ARGUMENT 

In thts fifth ceglogue, under the persons of two shepherds, Pters and 
Pahnode, be represented two forms of pastors or mimsters, or the 
Protestant and the Catholic whose chief talk standeth in reasoning, 
whether the life of the one must be hke the other with whom having 
shewed, that it is dangerous to maintain any fellowship, or give 
too much credit to their colourable and feigned good will he telleth 
him a tale of the fox that by such a counterpoint of craftiness, 
deceived and devoured the credulous kid 

Palinode Piers 

Pahnode Is not thilk the merry month of May, 

When love-lads masken in fresh arrays 
How falls It, then, we no merner bene, 

Ylike as others, girt in gaudy green? 

Our bloncket hvenes bene all too sad 
For thilk same season, when all is yclad 
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With pleasance the ground with grass, the woods 
With green leaves, the bushes with bloosming buds 
Youngthes folk now flocken in everywhere, 

To gather May buskets and smelling brere 
And home they hasten the posts to dight. 

And all the kirk pillars ere daylight, 

With hawthorn buds, and sweet eglantine. 

And girlonds of roses, and sops m wine 
Such merrymake holy saints doth queme. 

But we here sitten as drowned m a dream 
Fiers For younkers. Palinode, such follies fit, 

But we tway bene men of elder wit 
Pal Sicker this morrow, no longer ago, 

I saw a shoal of shepherds outgo 

With smgmg, and shouting, and jolly cheer 

Before them yode a lusty tabrere, 

That to the many a hom-pipe played. 

Whereto they dancen, each one with his maid 
To see those folks make such jouissance. 

Made my heart after the pipe to dance 
Then to the green wood they speeden hem all. 

To fetchen home May with their musicall 
And home they bnngen in a royal throne, 

Crowned as kmg and his queen attone 
Was Lady Flora, on whom did attend 
A fair flock of faenes, and a fresh bend 
Of lovely nymphs (0 that I were there. 

To helpen the ladies their maybush bear f) 

Ah* Piers, bene not thy teeth on edge, to think 
How great sport they gainen with little swink? 
Pters Perdie, so far am I from envy. 

That their fondness inly I pity 

Those faitours httle regarden their charge, 

While they, lettmg their sheep run at large, 

Passen their time, that should be sparely spent, 

In lustihead and wanton mernment 
Thilk same bene shepherds for the devil’s stead, 
That playen while their flocks be unfed 
Well IS It seen their sheep bene not their own. 

That letten them run at random alone 
But they bene hired for little pay 
Of other, that caren as little as they 
What fallen the flock, so they han the fleece, 
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And get all the gam, paying but a piece 
I muse, what account both these will make 
The one for the hire, which he doth take. 

And th’ other for leaving his lord’s task, 

When great Pan account of shepherds shall ask 
Pal Sicker, now I see thod speakest of spite, 

All for thou lackest somedeal their delight 
I (as I am) had rather be envied, 

All were it of my foe, then fonly pitied 
And yet, if need were, pitied would be, 

Rather than other should scorn at me 
For pitied is mishap that nas remedy, 

But scorned bene deeds of fond foolery 
What shoulden shepherds other things tend. 
Than sith their god his good does them send, 
Reapen the fruit thereof, that is pleasure. 

The while they here liven at ease and leisure? 
For, when they bene dead, their good is ygo, 
They sleepen in rest, well as other mo 
Tho with them wends what they spent in cost, 
But what they left behind them is lost 
Good IS no good, but if it be spend, 

God giveth good for none other end 
Piers Ah, Palinode, thou art a world’s child 
Who touches pitch, mought needs be defiled, 
But shepherds (as Algnnd used to say) 

Mought not live ylike as men of the lay 
With them it sits to care for their heir, 
Enaunter their heritage do impair 
They must provide for means of maintenance. 
And to continue their wont countenance 
But shepherd must walk another way, 

Sike worldly sovenance he must forsay 
The son of his loins why should he regard 
To leave ennchM with that he hath spared? 
Should not thilk God, that gave him that good, 
Eke chensh his child, if in his ways he stood? 
For if he mislive in lewdness and lust. 

Little boots all the wealth and the trust 
That his father left by mhentance. 

All will be soon wasted with misgovernance. 

But through this, and other their miscreance, 
They maken many a wrong chevisance, 
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Heaping up waves of wealth and woe, 

The floods whereof shall them overflow 
Sike men’s folly I cannot compare 
Better than to the ape’s foohsh care, 

That is so enamoured of her young one, 

(And yet, God wot, such cause hath she none) 
That with her hard hold, and strait embracing. 
She stoppeth the breath of her youngling 
So oftentimes, whenas good is meant, 

Evil ensueth of wrong intent 
The time was once, and may again retom, 
(For aught may happen, that hath been befom) 
When shepherds had none mhentance, 

Ne of land, nor fee m sufferance, 

But what might anse of the bare sheep, 

(Were it more or less) which they did keep 
Well 5rwis was it with shepherds tho 
Nought having, nought feared they to forgo, 
For Pan himself was their inheritance. 

And little them served for their maintenance 
The shepherds’ god so well them guided. 

That of nought they were unprovided, 

Butter enough, honey, milk, and whey, 

And their flocks’ fleeces them to array 
But tract of time, and long prosperity, 

That nurse of vice, this of msolency, 

Lulled the shepherds in such security. 

That, not content with loyal obeisance. 

Some gan to gape for greedy governance. 

And match themself with mighty potentates. 
Lovers of lordship, and troublers of states 
Then gan shepherds’ swains to look aloft, 

And leave to live hard, and learn to he soft 
Then, under colour of shepherds, somewhile 
There crept in wolves, full of fraud, and guile. 
That often devoured their own sheep. 

And often the shepherds that did hem keep 
This was the first source of shepherds’ sorrow. 
That now mil be quit with bail nor borrow 
Pal Three things to bear bene very burdenous, 
But the fourth to forbear is outrageous 
Women, that of love’s longing once lust. 

Hardly forbearen, but have it they must 
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So when choler is inflamed with rage^ 

Wanting revenge, is hard to assuage 
And who can counsel a thirsty soul. 

With patience to forbear the oflVed bowP 
But of all burdens, that g, man can bear, 

Most IS a fooFs talk to bear and to hear 
I ween the giant has not such a weight. 

That bears on his shoulders the heavens’ height 
Thou findest fault where nis to be found, 

And buildest strong wark upon a weak ground 
Thou railest on, right withouten reason, 

And blamest hem much for small encheason 
How shoulden shepherds live, if not so? 

What • should they pmen in pain and woe ? 

Nay, say I thereto, by my dear borrow, 

If I may rest, I mil live m sorrow 
Sorrow ne need be hastened on. 

For he will come, without callmg, anon 
While times enduren of tranquillity, 

Usen we freely our felicity. 

For, when approachen the stormy stours. 

We mought with our shoulders bear of the sharp 
showers , 

And, sooth to sayn, nought seemeth sike strife, 

That shepherds so witen each other’s life. 

And layen her faults the world beforn. 

The while their foes done each of hem scorn 
Let none mislike of that may not be mended 
So conteck soon by concord mought be ended 
Pters Shepherd, I list none accordance make 
With shepherd that does the right way forsake 
And of the twain, if choice were to me, 

Had lever my foe than my friend he be 
For what concord han light and dark sam? 

Or what peace has the lion with the lamb? 

Such faitours, when their false hearts bene hid. 

Will do as did the fox by the kid 
Pal Now, Piers, of fellowship, tell us that saying 
For the lad can keep both our flocks from straying 
Pters Thilk same kid (as I can well devise) 

Was too very foolish and unwise. 

For on a time, in summer season. 

The gate her dam, that had good reason. 
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Yode forth abroad unto the green wood, 

To browse, or play, or what she thought good 
But, for she had a motherly care 
Of her young son, and wit to beware. 

She set her younghng before her knee, 

That was both fresh and lovely to see, 

And full of favour as kid mought be 
His velvet head began to shoot out. 

And his wreathed horns gan newly sprout 
The bloosmes of lust to bud did begin, 

And spring forth rankly under his chin 
“My son,” (quoth she and with that gan weep, 
For careful thoughts in her heart did creep) 

“ God bless thee, poor orphan * as He mought me 

And send thee joy of thy jollity 

Thy father ” (that word she spake with pain, 

For a sigh had nigh rent her heart in twain) — 
“Thy father, had he hved this day. 

To see the branch of his body display. 

How would he have joyed at this sweet sight » 
But ah f false Fortune such joy did him spite. 
And cut off his days with untimely woe, 
Betraying him into the trains of his foe 
Now I, a wailful widow behight. 

Of my old age have this one delight. 

To see thee succeed m thy father^s stead. 

And flourish in flowers of lustihead 
For even so thy father his head upheld, 

And so his haughty horns did he weld ” 

Then marking him with melting eyes, 

A thrilling throb from her heart did anse, 

And mterrupted all her other speech 
With some old sorrow that made a new breach 
Seemed she saw in the youngling’s face 
The old lineaments of his father’s grace 
At last her solein silence she broke, 

And gan his new-budded beard to stroke 
“Kiddie," (quoth she) “thou kenn’st the great 
I have of thy health and thy welfare. 

Which many wild beasts liggen m wait 
For to entrap m thy tender state 
But most the fox, master of collusion 
For he has vowed thy last confusion 
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For-thy, my Kiddie, be ruled by me. 

And never give trust to his treachery 
And, if he chance come when I am abroad, 

Sperre the yate fast for fear of fraud 
Ne for all his worst, nor^or his best, 

Open the door at his request ” 

So schooled the gate her wanton son, 

That answered his mother, all should be done 
Then went the pensive dam out of door. 

And chanced to stumble at the threshold floor 
Her stumbling step somewhat her amazed, 

(For such, as signs of ill luck, bene dispraised) 
Yet forth she yode, thereat half aghast 
And Kiddie the door sperred after her fast 
It was not long, after she was gone, 

But the false fox came to the door anon 
Not as a fox, for then he had be kenned. 

But all as a poor pedlar he did wend, 

Bearmg a truss of trifles at his back, 

As bells, and babes, and glasses, in his pack 
A biggen he had got about his bram. 

For in his headpiece he felt a sore pain 
His hinder heel was wrapt m a clout. 

For with great cold he had got the gout 
There at the door he cast me down his pack, 

And laid him down, and groaned, ‘‘Alack * Alack * 
Ah, dear Lord * and sweet Saint Chanty * 

That some good body would once pity me^” 

Well heard Kiddie all this sore constraint. 

And longed to know the cause of his complaint 
Then, creeping close behind the wicket’s chnk, 
Pnvily he peeped out through a chmk. 

Yet not so pnvily but the fox him spied. 

For deceitful meaning is double eyed 
“Ah, good young master (then gan he cry) 
“Jesus bless that sweet face I espy. 

And keep your corpse from the careful stounds 
That in my carnon carcass abounds ” 

The kid, pitying his heavmess. 

Asked the cause of his great distress. 

And also who, and whence that he were? 

Then he, that had well yconned his lere, 

Thus medled his talk with many a tear 
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‘‘ Sick^ sick; alas * and little lack of dead; 

But I be relieved by your beastlihead 
I am a poor sheep, albe my colour dun. 

For with long travail I am burnt m the sun 
And; if that my grajidsire me said be true. 
Sicker, I am very sib to you 
So be your goodlihead do not disdain 
The base kmdred of so simple swam 
Of mercy and favour, then, I you pray 
With your aid to forestall my near decay ’’ 
Then out of his pack a glass he took. 
Wherein while Kiddie unwares did look. 

He was so enamoured with the newel. 

That nought he deemed dear for the jewel 
Then opened he the door, and in came 
The false fox, as he were stark lame 
His tail he clapt betwixt his legs twain. 

Lest he should be descried by his tram 
Being within, the kid made him good glee. 
All for the love of the glass he did see 
After his cheer the pedlar gan chat. 

And tell many leasings of this and that. 

And how he could shew many a fine knack 
Then shewed his ware and opened his pack. 
All save a bell, which he left behind 
In the basket for the kid to find 
Which when the kid stooped down to catch. 
He popt him m, and his basket did latch 
Ne stayed he once the door to make fast. 

But ran away with him m all haste 
Home when the doubtful dam had her hied, 
She mought see the door stand open wide 
All aghast, loudly she gan to call 
Her kid, but he nould answer at all 
Then on the floor she saw the merchandise 
Of which her son had set too dear a pnce 
What help ? her kid she knew well was gone 
She weeped, and wailed, and made great moan 
Such end had the kid, for he nould warned be 
Of craft, coloured with simplicity 
And such end, perdie, does all hem remain, 
That of such falsers’ fnendship bene fain 
Pal Truly, Piers, thou art beside thy wit. 
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Furthest fro the mark, weening it to hit 
Now, I pray thee, let me thy tale borrow 
For our Sir John, to say to-morrow 
At the kirk, when it is holiday. 

For well he means, but li^le can say 
But, and if foxes bene so crafty as so. 

Much needeth all shepherds hem to know 
Pters Of their falsehood more could I recount, 
But now the bright sun ginneth to dismount. 
And, for the dewy night now doth nye, 

I hold It best for us home to hie 

palinode’s emblem 

ns? ixkv dTriffTos aTTLcrreL 

PIERS HIS EMBLEM 

TLs 5 ’ dpa ‘jtLo’tls airLartp, 


GLOSS 

Thtlk, this same month It is apphed to the season of the month, 
when all men dehght themselves with pleasance of fields, and 
gardens, and garments 
Bloncket hvenes, gray coats 
Ycladt arrayed Y redoundeth as before 
In everywhere, a strange, yet proper kind of speaking 
Buskets a diminutive, s little bushes of hawthorn 
Ktrk, church 
Queme, please 

A shoal, a multitude, taken of fish whereof some, going in great 
compames, are said to swim in a shoal 
Yode, went 
Jomssance, joy 
Sxvtnk^ labour 
Inly, entirely 
Fattours, vagabonds 

Great Pan is Christ, the very God of all shepherds, which calletb 
himself the great, and good shepherd The name is most nghtly 
(methinks) apphed to him, for Pan signifieth all, or ommpotent, 
which IS only the Lord Jesus And by that name (as I remember) 
he IS called of Eusebius, in his fifth book De Preparat Evang , who 
thereof telleth a proper story to that purpose Which story is first 
recorded of Plutarch, in his book of the ceasing of oracles and of 
Lavatere translated, in his book of walking spntes, who sauth, that 
about the same time that our Lord sufiered his most bitter passion,, 
for the redemption of man, certain passengers saihng from Italy tp 
Cyprus, and passing by certain isles called Paxae, heard a voicp 
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aloud Thamus, Tliamus’ (now Thamus was the name of an 
Egyptian, which was pilot of the ship) who, giving ear to the cry, 
was bidden, when he came to Palodes, to tell that the great Pan was 
dead which he doubting to do yet for that when he came to Palodes, 
there suddenly was such a calm of wind, that the ship stood still 
m the sea unmoved, he was foiled to cry aloud, that Pan was dead 
wherewithal there was heard such piteous outcries, and dreadful 
shnekmg, as hath not been the hke By which Pan, though of some 
be understood the great Satanas, whose kingdom at that time was 
by Chnst conquered, the gates of hell broken up, and death by death 
dehvered to eternal death, (for at that time as he saith, all oracles 
surceased, and enchanted spirits, that were wont to delude the people, 
thenceforth held their peace ) and also at the demand of the 
Emperor Tibenus, who that Pan should be, answer was made him 
by the wisest and best learned, that it was the son of Mercury and 
Penelope yet I think it more properly meant of the death of Christ, 
the only and very Pan, then suffering for his ffock 

I as I am, seemeth to mutate the common proverb, Mahm 
tnvidere miht omnes, quam mtserescers 

17a$ is a syncope, for its has, or has not as nould for would not 
Tho with them doth mutate the epitaph of the riotous King 
Sardanapalus, which he caused to be written on his tomb in Greek 
which verses be thus translated by Tully 

' Haec habui quae edi, quaeque exsaturata hbido 
Hausit, at ilia manent multa ac praeclara relicta ** 

’Which may thus be turned into English 

''All that I eat did I joy, and all that I greedily gorged 
As for those many goodly matters left I for others ” 

Much hke the epitaph of a good old Earl of Devonshire^ which 
•though much more wisdom bewrayeth than Sardanapalus, yet hath a 
smack of his sensual dehghts and beasthness the rhymes be these 

"Ho, ho* who lies here^ 

I the good Earl of Devonshere, 

And Maulde my wife -that was full dear 
We lived together Iv year 
That we spent, we had 
That we gave, we have 
That we left, we lost " 

Algrind the name of a shepherd 
Men of the lay, laymen 
Bnaunter, lest that 
Sovenance remembrance 
Miscreance, despair or misbehef 

Chevtsance, sometime of Chaucer used for gain sometime of other 
for spoil, or booty, or enterpnse, and sometime for chiefdom 

Pan himself, God according as is said m Deuteronomy, that, 
in division of the land of Canaan, to the tnbe of Levi no portion 
of heritage should be allotted, for God himself was their inheritance 
Some gan, meant of the Pope, and his antichnstian prelates, 
which usurp a tyrannical dominion in the Church, and with Peter's 



MAY 


49 

counterfeit keys open a wide gate to all wickedness and insolent 
government Nought here spoken, as of purpose to deny fatherly 
rule and governance (as some mahciously of late have done, to the 
great unrest and hindrance of the Church) but to display the pnde 
and disorder of such, as, instead of feeding their sheep, indeed feed 
of their sheep 

Source, wellspring and original 
Borrow, pledge or surety 

The giant is the great Atlas, whom the poets feign to be a huge 
giant, that beareth heaven on his shoulders being indeed a mar- 
vellous high mountain in Mauritania, that now is Barbary, which 
to man’s seeming, pierceth the clouds, and seemeth to touch the 
heavens Other think, and they not amiss, that this fable was 
meant of one Atlas king of the same country, (of whom may be, that 
that hill had his denomination) brother to Prometheus, who (as 
the Greeks say) did first find out the hidden courses of the stars, 
by an excellent imagination wherefore the poets feigned that he 
sustained the firmament on his shoulders Many other conjectures 
needless be told hereof 
Wark, work 

Encheason, cause occasion 

Dea/r borrow, that is our Saviour the common pledge of all men’s 
debts to death 
Witen blame 

Nought seemeth, is unseemly 
Conteck stnfe, contention 
Her, their, as useth Chaucer 
Han, for have 
Sam together 

This tale is much like to that in ^Esop s fables, but the catastrophe 
and end is far different By the kid may be understood the simple 
sort of the faithful and true Christians By his dam Christ, that 
hath already with careful watchwords (as here doth the goat) 
warned her little ones to beware of such doubhng deceit By the 
fox, the false and faithless Papists, to whom is no credit to be 
given, nor fellowship to be used 

The gate, the goat northernly spoken, to turn O into A 
Yode, went aforesaid 

She set, a figure called Ficho which useth to attribute reasonable 
actions and speeches to unreasonable creatures 

The bloosmes of lust be the young and mossy hairs which then 
begin to sprout and shoot forth when lustful heat beginneth to 
kindle 

A^d with, a very poetical irddos 

Orphan, a younghng or pupil, that needeth a tutor and governor 
That word, a pathetical parenthesis, to increase a careful hyper- 
baton 

The branch, of the father’s body, is the child 
For even so, alluded to the saying of Andromache to Ascanius 
in Virgil 

“Sic oculos, sic lUe manus, sic ora ferebat ’* 

A thrilling throb, a piercing sigh 
0^79 
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Ltggen lie 

Master of collusion, s coloured guile, because tbe fox of all 
beasts, is most wily and crafty 

Sperre the yate, shut the door 

For such The goat’s stumbling is here noted as an evil sign The 
hke to be marked in all histones and that not the least of the Lord 
Hastings in King Richard the Third his days For, beside his 
dangerous dream (which was a shrewd prophecy of his mishap that 
followed) it is said, that in the morning, riding toward the Tower of 
London there to sit upon matters of counsel, his horse stumbled 
twice or thnce by the way which of some, that riding with him in 
his company were pnvy to his near destiny, was secretly marked, 
and afterward noted for memory of his great mishap that ensued 
For being then as merry as man might be, and least doubting any 
mortal danger, he was, within two hours after, of the tyrant put 
to a shameful death 

As bells By such tnfles are noted the relics and rags of popish 
superstition, which put no small religion m bells, and babies, s 
idols, and glasses, s paxes and such-like trumperies 

Great cold, for they boast much of their outward patience, and 
voluntary sufferance as a work of merit and holy humbleness 
Sweet S Chanty the Cathohcs’ common oath, and only speech, 
to have chanty always in their mouth and sometime in their 
outward actions, but never inwardly in faith and godl> zeal 

Chnk, a keyhole Whose diminutive is chcket used of Chaucer 
for a key 

Stounds, fits aforesaid 
His lere, his lesson 
Medled, mingled 

Beasthhead, agreeing to the person of a beast 

Sib, of km 

Newel, a new thing 

To forestall, to prevent 

Glee cheer aforesaid 

Dear a price, his life which he lost for those toys 
Such end is an epiphonema, or rather the moral of the whole 
tale, whose purpose is to warn the Protestant beware, how he giveth 
credit to the unfaithful Cathohc, wherof we have daily proofs 
sufficient, but one most famous of all practised of late years in 
France, by Charles the Ninth 
Fain, glad or desirous 

O^r Sir John, a Popish pnest A saying fit for the grossness of a 
shepherd, but spoken to taunt unlearned priests 
Dismount, descend or set 
Nye draweth near 


BMBLEM 


Both these emblems make one whole hexameter The first, 
spoken of Pahndde, as in reproach of them that be distrustful, is 
piece of Theogms' verse, intending, that who doth most mistrust 
most false For such experience in falsehood breedeth mistrust 
the mmd, thinking no less guile to lurk in others than in himself 
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But Piers thereto strongly repheth with another piece of the same 
verse, saying, as in his former fable, what faith then is there in the 
faithless ? For if faith be the ground of religion, which faith they 
daily false, what hold is then there of their religion^ And this is 
all that they say 


JUNE 

iEGLOGA SEXTA ARGUMENT 

This csglogue ts wholly vowed to the complmmng of Cohn*s til success 
m his love For being (as is aforesaid) enamoured of a country 
lass, Rosalind, and having (as seemeth) found place in her heart, 
he lamenteth to his dear friend Hdbhinol, that he is now forsaken 
unfaithfully, and in his stead Menalcas another shepherd received 
disloyally And this is the whole argument of this ceglogue 

Hobbinol Colin Clout 

Hob Lo, Cohn, here the place whose pleasant site 
From other shades hath weaned my wandering mmd 
Tell me, what wants me here to work delight? 

The simple air, the gentle warblmg wind. 

So calm, so cool, as nowhere else I find 
The grassy ground with dainty daisies dight. 

The bramble bush, where birds of every kind 
To the waters’ fall their tunes attemper right 

Col 0 happy Hobbinol ’ I bless thy state. 

That Paradise hast found which Adam lost 
Here wander may thy flock, early or late, 

Withouten dread of wolves to bene ytost 
Thy lovely lays here may’st thou freely boast 
But I, unhappy man, whom cruel fate 
And angry gods pursue from coast to coast. 

Can nowhere find to shroud my luckless pate 

Hob Then, if by me thou hst advised be. 

Forsake the soil that so doth thee bewitch 
Leave me those hills where harbour nis to see, 

Nor holly-bush, nor bnar, nor winding witch 
And to the dales resort, where shepherds nch, 

And fruitful flocks, bene ever 3 rwhere to see 
Here no mght-ravens lodge, more black than pitch, 
Nor elvish ghosts, nor ghastly owls do flee 

But friendly faenes, met with many Graces, 

And hghtfoot nymphs, can chase the hng’nng night 



THE SHEPHERD'S CALENDAR 


With heydegmes, and tnmly trodden traces^ 

Whilst sisters nine^ which dwell on Pamasse height, 
Do make them music for their more delight 
And Pan himself, to kiss their crystal faces. 

Will pipe and danqf when Phoebe shineth bright 
Such peerless pleasures have we in these places 

Col And I, whilst youth and course of careless years. 
Did let me walk withouten links of love, 

In such delights did joy amongst my peers 
But riper age such pleasures doth reprove 
My fancy eke from former follies move 
To stayed steps for time in passing wears, 

(As garments doen, which wexen old above) 

And draweth new delights with hoary hairs 

Then couth I sing of love, and tune my pipe 
Unto my plamtive pleas m verses made 
Then would I seek for queen-apples unripe, 

To give my Rosalind , and m summer shade 
Dight gaudy girlonds, was my common trade, 

To crown her golden locks but years more ripe. 

And loss of her, whose love as life I weighed. 

Those weary wanton toys away did wipe 

Hoh Colm, to hear thy rhymes and roundelays. 

Which thou were wont on wasteful hills to sing, 

I more delight than lark in summer days 
Whose echo made the neighbour groves to ring. 

And taught the birds, which in the lower spring 
Did shroud in shady leaves from sunny rays, 

Frame to thy song their cheerful cheriping, 

Or hold their peace, for shame of thy sweet lays 

I saw Calhope with Muses mo. 

Soon as thy oaten pipe began to sound, 

Their ivory lutes and tambunnes forgo, 

And from the fountam, where they sat around, 

Run after hastily thy silver sound. 

But, wfien they came where thou thy skill didst show, 
They drew aback, as half with shame confound 
Shepherd to see them in their art outgo 
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Col Of Muses^ Hobbmol, I con no skill, 

For they bene daughters of the highest Jove, 

And holden scorn of homely shepherds' quill 
For sith I heard that Pan with Phoebus strove. 

Which him to much rebuke and danger drove, 

I never list presume to Parnasse hill, 

But piping low m shade of lowly grove, 

I play to please myself, albeit ill 

Nought weigh I who my song doth praise or blame, 

Ne strive to win renown, or pass the rest 
With shepherd sits not follow flying fame, 

But feed his flock in fields where falls hem best 
I wot my rhymes bene rough, and rudely drest, 

The fitter they my careful case to frame 
Enough is me to paint out my unrest. 

And pour my piteous plaints out m the same 

The god of shepherds, Tityrus, is dead. 

Who taught me homely, as I can, to make, 

He, whilst he lived, was the sovereign head 
Of shepherds all that bene with love ytake 
Well couth he wail his woes, and lightly slake 
The flames which love within his heart had bred, 

And tell us merry tales to keep us 'wake, 

The while our sheep about us safely fed 

Now dead he is, and lieth wrapt in lead, 

(Oh, why should Death on him such outrage show ?) 
And all his passing skill with him is fled, 

The fame whereof doth daily greater grow 
But, if on me Some ftttle drops would flow 
Of that the spring was m his learned head, 

I soon would learn these woods to wail my woe, 

And teach the trees their trickling tears to shed 

Then should my plaints, caused of discourtesy. 

As messengers of this my painful plight. 

Fly to my love, wherever that she be. 

And pierce her heart with point of worthy wite, 

As she deserves that wrought so deadly spite 
And thou, Menalcas, that by treachery 
Didst underfong my lass to wex so light, 

Shouldst well be known for such thy villainy 



54 the SHEPHERD’S CALENDAR 

But since I am not as I wish I were, 

Ye gentle shepherds, which your flocks do feed. 
Whether on hills, or dales, or otherwhere. 

Bear witness all of this so wicked deed 
And tell the lass, whose flower is wox a weed, 
And faultless faith is turned to faithless fear. 
That she the truest shepherd’s heart made bleed, 
That lives on earth, and loved her most dear 

Hob Oh, careful Colin ^ I lament thy case. 

Thy tears would make the hardest flint to flow ^ 
Ah, faithless Rosalind and void of grace, 

That art the root of all this ruthful woe * 

But now is time, I guess, homeward to go 
Then nse, ye blessed flocks, and home apace, 
Lest night with stealing steps do you forslow, 
And wet your tender lambs that by you trace 

colin’s emblem 
Gta speme spenta 


GLOSS 


Site, situation and place 

Paradise A paradise m Greek, signifieth a garden of pleasure 
or place of dehghts So he compareSi the soil, wherein Hobbinol 
made his abode, to that earthly Paradise, in Scnpture called Eden, 
wherein Adam in his first creation was placed which of the most 
learned is thought to be in Mesopotamia, the most fertile pleasant 
country m the world (as may appear by Diodorus Siculus' descrip- 
tion of it, in the history of Alexander's conquest thereof,) lying 
between the two famous nvers, (which are said in Scripture to 
flow out of Paradise) Tigris and Euphrates, whereof it is so 
denominate 

Forsake the soil This is no poetical fiction, but unfeignedly 
spoken of the poet self, who for special occasion of private affairs, 
(as I have bene partly of himself informed) and for his more prefer- 
ment, removing out of the north parts, came into the south, as 
Hobbinol indeed advised him privately 

Those hills, that is in the north country, where he dwelt 

"FIis, IS not 

The dales, the south parts, where he now abideth, which though 
they be full of hills and woods (for Kent is very hilly and woody, 
and therefore so called, for Kantsh in the Saxons* tongue signifieth 
;woody,) yet in respect of the north parts they be called dales 
For indeed the north is counted the higher country 
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Ntght ravens, &c By such hateful birds he meaneth all mis- 
fortunes (whereof they be tokens) flying everywhere 
Friendly faeries The opinion of faenes and elves is very old, 
and yet sticketh very religiously in the minds of some But to 
root that rank opimon of elves out of men's hearts, the truth is, 
that there be no such things, nor yet the shadows of the things, 
but only by a sort of bald fnars and* knavish shavelings so feigned, 
which as in all other things so in that, sought to nurse the common 
people in ignorance, lest, being once acquainted with the truth of 
things, they would in time smell out the untruth of their packed 
pelf, and masspenny religion But the sooth is, that when all Italy 
was distracted into the factions of the Guelfs and the Gibelines, being 
two famous houses in Florence, the name began through their great 
mischiefs and many outrages, to be so odious, or rather dreadful, 
in the peoples' ears that, if their children at any time were froward 
and wanton, they would say to them that the Guelf or the Gibeline 
came Which words now from them (as many things else) be come 
into our usage and, for Guelfs and Gibehnes, we say elfs and 
goblins No otherwise than the Frenchmen used to say of that 
vahant captain the very scourge 'of France, the Lord Talbot, 
afterward Earl of Shrewsbury, whose noblesse bred such a terror in 
the hearts of the French that oft-times even great armies were 
defeated and put to flight at the only hearing of his name In- 
somuch that the French women, to aflray their children would 
tell them that the Talbot comefh 

Many Graces Though there be indeed but three Graces or Chanties 
(as afore is said) or at the utmost but four, yet, in respect of many 
^fts of bounty there may be said more And so Musaeus saith, 
that in Hero s either eye there sat a hundred Graces And, by that 
authonty this same poet in his Pageants saith, ' An hundred 
Graces on her eyelid sate," &c 

Heydeguies, a country dance or round The conceit is, that the 
Graces and nymphs do dance unto the Muses and Pan his music 
all night by moonlight To signify the pleasantness of the soil 
Peers, equals, and fellow shepherds 
Queen-apples unripe, imitating Virgil s verse 

"Ipse ego cana legam tenera lanugine mala " 

Neighbour groves, a strange phrase in English, but word for word 
expressing the Latin vicina nemora 

Spring, not of water, but of young trees spnnging 
Calliope, aforesaid This staff is full of very poetical invention 
Tamburines, an old kind of instrument, which of some is supposed 
to be the clarion 

Pan with Phcebus The tale is well known, how that Pan and 
Apollo, striving for excellency in music, chose Midas for their judge 
Who, being corrupted with partial affection, gave the victory to 
Pan undeserved for which Phoebus set a pair of ass's ears upon 
his head &c 

Tityrus That by Tityrus is meant Chaucer, hath been already 
sufficiently said and by this more plain appeareth, that he saith, 
he told merry tales, such as be his Canterbury TcUes, whom he 
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calleth the god of poets for his excellency so as Tully calleth 
Lentulus deum vitcB s the god of his life 

To make to versify 

O why, a pretty epanorthosis, or correction 

Discourtesy He meaneth the falseness of his lover Rosalind, who 
forsaking him had chosen another 

Point of worthy wite the pn<5k of deserved blame 

Menalcas, the name of a shepherd in Virgil but here is meant 
a person unknown and secret, against whom he often bitterly 
inveigheth 

Under fong, undermine, and deceive by false suggestion 

EMBLEM 

You remember that m the first aeglogue Cohn s poesy was Anchor a 
speme for that as then there was hope of favour to be found in time 
But now being clean forlorn and rejected of her as whose hope, 
that was, is clean extinguished and turned into despair he re- 
nounceth all comfort, and hope of goodness to come which is all 
the meamng of this emblem 


JULY 

^GLOGA SEPTIMA ARGUMENT 

This ceglogue is made in the honour and commendation of good 
shepeherds and to the shame and dispraise of proud and ambitious 
pastors, such as Morrel is here imagined to he 

Thomalin Morrel 

Thom Is not thilk same a goatherd proud, 

That sits on yonder bank, 

Whose straying herd themself doth shroud 
Among the bushes rank? 

Mor What ho f thou jolly shepherd's swain, 

Come up the hill to me. 

Better is than the lowly plain, 

Als for thy flock and thee 
Thom Ah, God shield, man, that I should climb 
And learn to look aloft, 

This rede is nfe, that oftentime 
Great climbers fall unsoft 
In humble dales is footing fast. 

The trode is not so tickle 
And though one fall through heedless haste, 

Yet IS his mii^ not mickle 
And now the sun hath reared up 
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His fiery-footed team, 

Making his way between the Cup 
And golden Diademe 
The rampant Lion hunts he fast. 

With Dogs of noisome breath, 

Whose baleful barking bnngs m haste 
Pam, plagues, and dreary death 
Against his cruel scorching heat, 

Where hast thou coverture'* 

The wasteful hills unto his threat 
Is a plain overture 
But, if thee lust to holden chat 
With silly shepherds’ swam, 

Come down, and learn the little what. 

That Thomalm can sa 3 m 
Mor Sicker, thou ’s but a lazy loord. 

And recks much of thy swmk. 

That with fond terms, and weetless words, 
To blear mine eyes dost think 
In evil hour thou hentest m bond 
Thus holy hiUs to blame. 

For sacred unto samts they stond, 

And of them han their name 
St Michael’s Mount who does not know, 
That wards the western coast? 

And of St Bridget’s Bower, I trow. 

All Kent can nghtly boast 
And they that con of Muses’ skill 
Sayn most-what, that they dwell 
(As goatherds wont) upon a hill. 

Beside a learned well 
And wonned not the great God Pan 
Upon Mount Olivet, 

Feeding the blessed flock of Dan, 

Which did himself beget? 

Thom 0 blessed sheep » 0 shepherd great I 
That bought his flock so dear. 

And them did save with bloody sweat 
From wolves that would them tear 
Mor Beside, as holy fathers sa 3 m. 

There is a hilly place, 

Where Titan nseth from the mam 
To run his daily race, 

»c879 
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Upon whose top the stars bene stayed, 

And all the sky doth lean, 

There is the cave where Phoebe laid 
The shepherd long to dream 
Whilom there used shepherds all 
To feed their flocks at will, 

Till by his folly one did fall, 

That all the rest did spill 
And, sithens shepherds bene forsaid 
From places of delight 
For-thy I ween thou be afraid 
To climb this hilles height 
Of Synah can I tell thee more, 

And of Our Lady’s Bower, 

But little needs to strow my store, 

Suffice this hill of our 
Here han the holy fauns lecourse. 

And sylvans haunten rathe. 

Here has the salt Medway his source, 

Wherein the nymphs do bathe, 

The salt Medway, that tncklmg stremis 
Adown the dales of Kent, 

Till with his elder brother Themis 
His brackish waves be meynt 
Here grows melampode everywhere. 

And terebinth, good for goats 
The one my madding kids to smear. 

The next to heal their throats 
Hereto, the hills bene nigher heaven. 

And thence the passage eath, 

As well can prove the piercing levm, 

That seldom falls beneath » 

Thom Sicker, thou speaks like a lewd lorrel, 
Of Heaven to deemen so. 

How be I am but rude and borrel, 

Yet nearer ways I know 
To kirk the nar, from God more far, 

Has been an old-said saw. 

And he, that stnves to touch a star, 

Oft stumbles at a straw 
Alsoon may shepherd climb to sky 
That leads m lowly dales, 

As goatherd proud, that, sitting high, 



JULY 59 

Upon the mountain sails 
My silly sheep hke well below. 

They need not melampode 
For they bene hale enough, I trow, 

And liken their abode ^ 

But, if they with thy goats should yede, 

They soon might be corrupted. 

Or like not of the frowy feed, 

Or with the weeds be glutted 
The hills where dwelled holy saints 
I reverence and adore 
Not for themself, but for the saints 
Which han be dead of yore 
And now they bene to heaven forewent, 

Their good is with them go 
Their sample only to us lent. 

That als we mought do so 
Shepherds they weren of the best, 

And lived in lowly leas 
And, sith their souls bene now at rest, 

Vfhy done we them disease? 

Such one he was (as I have heard 
Old Algrmd often sayn) 

That whilom was the first shepherd. 

And lived with little gam 
And meek he was, as meek mought be, 

Simple as simple sheep. 

Humble, and like m each degree 
The flock which he did keep 
Often he us^d of his keep 
A sacrifice to bring, 

Now with a kid, now with a sheep, 

The altars hallowing 
So louted he unto his Lord, 

Such favour couth he find. 

That sithens never was abhorred 
The simple shepherds’ kmd 
And such, I ween, the brethren were 
That came from Canaan 
The brethren twelve, that kept yfere 
The flocks of mighty Pan 
But nothing such thilk shepherd was 
Wliom Ida hill did bear. 
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That left his flock to fetch a lass, 

Whose love he bought too dear, 

For he was proud, that ill was paid, 

(No such mought shepherds be) 

And with lewd lust v^fas overlaid 
Tway things doen ill agree 
But shepherd mought be meek and mild, 
Well-eyed, as Argus was, 

With fleshly folhes undefiled, 

And stout as steed of brass 
Sike one (said Algnnd) Moses was, 

That saw his Maker’s face. 

His face, more clear than crystal glass. 

And spake to him in place 
This had a brother (his name I knew) 

The first of all his cote, 

A shepherd true, yet not so true 
As he that erst I hote 
Whilom all these were low and lief. 

And loved their flocks to feed. 

They never stroven to be chief, 

And simple was their weed 
But now (thanked be God therefore) 

The world is well amend. 

Their weeds bene not so nighly wore. 

Such simplesse mought them shend 
They bene yclad m purple and pall, 

So hath their God them blist, 

They reign and rulen over all. 

And lord it as they list 
Ygirt with belts of glitterand gold, 

(Mought they good shepherds bene?) 
Their Pan their sheep to them has sold, 

I say as some have seen 
For Palmode (if thou him ken) 

Yode late on pilgrimage 
To Rome, (if such be Rome) and then 
He saw thilk misusage. 

For shepherds (said he) there doen lead. 

As lords done otherwhere. 

Their sheep han crusts, and they the bread, 
The chips, and they the cheer 
They han the fleece, and eke the flesh 
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(0 silly sheep the while 
The corn is theirs, let other thresh. 

Their hands they may not file 
They han great stores and thnfty stocks. 

Great friends and feeble foes 
What need hem caren fdr their flocks, 

Their boys can look to those 
These wizards welter m wealth’s waves, 

Pamp’red m pleasures deep 
They han fat kerns, and leany knaves, 

Their fasting flocks to keep 
Sike mister men bene all misgone, 

They heapen hills of wrath, 

Sike surly shepherds han we none. 

They keepen all the path 
Mor Here is a great deal of good matter 
Lost for lack of telling 
Now, sicker, I see thou dost but clatter, 

Harm may come of melling 
Thou meddlest more than shall have thank. 

To witen shepherds’ wealth 
When folk bene fat, and riches rank. 

It is a sign of health 
But say me, what is Algrind, he 
That IS so oft b 5 mempt ^ 

Thom He is a shepherd great in gree. 

But hath been long ypent 
One day he sat upon a hill, 

(As now thou wouldest me 
But I am taught, by Algrmd’s ill, 

To love the low degree). 

For sitting so with bared scalp. 

An eagle soared high. 

That, weening his white head was chalk, 

A shell-fish down let fly 
She weened the shell-fish to have broke. 

But therewith bruised his bram, 

So now, astonied with the stroke, 

He lies in ling’nng pain 
Mor Ah, good Algrind ^ his hap was ill. 

But shall be better in time 
Now farewell, shepherd, sith this hill 
Thou hast such doubt to climb 
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thomalin’s emblem 
In medio virtus 

morrel’s emblem 
In sumpo foehatas 


GLOSS 

A goatherd By goats, in Scripture, be represented the wicked and 
reprobate whose pastor also must needs be such 
Bank is the seat of honour 

Straying herd, which wander out of the way of truth 
Als for also 

Chmh, spoken of ambition 
Great climbers, according to Seneca his verse 
' Decidunt celsa, graviore lapsus 

Mickle, much 

The sun A reason why he refuseth to dwell on mountains, because 
there is no shelter against the scorching sun, according to the time 
of the year, which is the hottest month of all 

The Cup and Diadem be two signs in the firmament, through 
which the sun maketh his course in the month of July 

Lion This is poetically spoken as if the sun did hunt a hon with 
one dog The meamng whereof is, that in July the sun is in Leo 
At which time the dog-star, which is called Sinus, or Camcula 
reigneth with immoderate heat, causing pestilence, drought, and 
many diseases 

Overture, an open place The word is borrowed of the French, 
and used in good writers 

To holden chat to talk and prate 

A loord was wont among the old Bntons to signify a lord And 
therefore the Danes, that long time usurped their tyranny here in 
Bntain, were called for more dread then dignity, Lurdanes, s Lord 
Danes At which time it is said, that the insolency and pnde of that 
nation was so outrageous in this realm, that if it fortuned a Briton 
to be going over a bridge, and sav the Dane set foot upon the same, 
he must return back, till the Dane were clean over, or else abide 
the pnce of his displeasure, which was no less than present death 
But bemg afterward expelled, that name of Lurdane became so 
odious unto the people, whom they had long oppressed, that even 
at this day tliey use, for more reproach, to call the quartan ague 
tbe fever lurdane 

Recks much of thy swink, counts much of thy pains 
Weetless, not understood 

5 Michael* s Mount is a promontory m the west part of England 
A hill, Parnassus aforesaid 
Pan, Chnst 

Dm One tribe is put for the whole nation, per synecdochen 
Where Titan, the sun “Which story is to be read in Diodorus 
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Sic of the hill Ida* from whence* he saith* all night time is to be 
seen a mighty fire, as if the sky burned, which toward morning 
beginneth to gather into a round form, and thereof riseth the sun, 
whom the poets call Titan 

The Shepherd is Endymion, whom the poets feign to have been so 
beloved of Phmbe, s the moon, that he was by her kept asleep m a 
cave by the space of thirty years, for to enjoy his company ^ 
There, that is, in Paradise, where, through error of the shepherd s 
understanding, he saith that all shepherds did use to feed their 
flocks, till one fthat is Adam) by his folly and disobedience, made 
all the rest of his offspring be debarred and shut out from thence 
Synah, a hill in Arabia where God appeared 
Our Lady's Bower, a place of pleasure so called 
Fauns, or Sylvans, be of poets feigned to be gods of the wood 
Medway, the name of a river in Kent, which, running by Rochester, 
meeteth with Thames, whom he calleth his elder brother, both 
because he is greater, and also falleth sooner into the sea 
Meynt, mingled 

Melampode and terebinth be herbs good to cure diseased goats 
of the one speaketh Mantuan, and of the other Theocntus 

^€pjj.Lv6ov Tpdyotv etKarov &Kp4fiova 

Ntgher heaven Note the shepherd *s simpleness, which supposeth 
that from the hills is nearer way to heaven 
Levin, lightmng, which he taketh for an argument to prove the 
nighness to heaven, because the lightmng doth commonly light on 
high mountains, according to the saying of the poet 
“Penuntque summos fulmma montes 

Lorrel, a losel 
4. barrel, a plain fellow 
Nar, nearer 
Hale, for whole 
Yede, go 

Frowy musty or mossy 
Of yore, long ago 
Forewent, gone afore 

The first shepherd was Abel the righteous, who (as Scripture 
saith) bent his mind to keeping of sheep, as did his brother Cain to 
tilhng the ground 
His keep, his charge, s his flock 
Louted, did honour and reverence 

The brethren, the twelve sons of Jacob which were sheep-masters, 
and lived only thereupon 

Whom Ida, Pans* which being the son of Pnamus King of Troy, 
for his mother Hecuba's dream, which, being with child of him, 
dreamed she brought forth a firebrand, that set all the tower of 
Ihum on fire, was cast forth on the hill Ida, where being fostered of 
shepherds, he eke in time became a shepherd, and lastly came to the 
knowledge of his parentage 

A lass Helena, the wife of Menelaus king of Tacedemonia* was 
by Venus, for the golden apple to her given, then promised to Pans, 
who thereupon with a sort of lusty Troyans, stole her out of 
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Lacedemoma, and kept her m Troy, which was the cause of the ten 
years war in Troy, and the most famous city of all Asia lamentably 
sacked and defaced 

Argus was of the poets devised to be full of eyes, and therefore 
to him was committed the keeping of the transformed cow, lo 
so called, because that, in the print of a cow*s foot, there is figured 
an I in the midst of an O ^ 

H%s name He meaneth Aaron, whose name, for more decorum, the 
shepherd saith he hath forgot, lest his remembrance and skill m 
antiquities of holy wnt should seem to exceed the meanness of the 
person 

Not so true, for Aaron, m the absence of Moses started aside and 
committed idolatry 

In purple, spoken of the Popes and Cardinals, which use such 
tyranmcal colours and pompous painting 
Belts, girdles 

Ghtterand, glittenng, a participle used sometime in Chaucer, but 
altogetiier in J Gower 

Thetr Pan, that is, the Pope, whom they count their God and 
greatest shepherd 

Pahnode, a shepherd, of whose report he seemeth to speak all this 

Wtzards, great learned heads 

Welter, wallow 

Kern, a churl or farmer 

S%ke mister men, such kind of men 

Surly, stately and proud 

Melhng, meddhng 

Bett, better 

Bynempt, named 

Gree, for degree / 

Algnnd, the name of a shepherd aforesaid, whose mishap he 
alludeth to the chance that happened to the poet ^schylus, that 
was bramed with a shell-fish 


EMBLEM 

By this poesy Thomahn confirmeth that, which m his former 
speech by sundry reasons he had proved for being both himself 
sequestered from all ambition, and also abhorring it in others of his 
cote, he taketh occasion to praise the mean and lowly state, as that 
wherein is safety without fear, and quiet without danger, according 
to the saying of old philosophers that virtue dwelleth in the midst, 
being environed with two contrary vices whereto Morrel repheth 
with continuance of the same philosopher's opin-on, that albeit all 
bounty dwelleth in mediocnfy, yet perfect fehcity dwelleth m 
supremacy for they say, and most true it is, that happiness is 
placed in the highest degree, so as if anything be higher or better, 
then that straightway ceaseth to be perfect happiness Much like 
to that which once I heard alleged in defence of humility, out of 
a great doctor, "Sviorum Chnstus humillimus'" which saying a 
gentleman in the company taking at the rebound, beat back again 
wilh a like saying of another doctor, as he said ‘‘Suorum Beus 
altissimus 
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AUGUST 

^GLOGA OCTAVA ARGUMENT 

l^ th%$ csglogue ts set forth a delectable controversy^ made %n %m%tat%on 
of that %n Theocritus whereto als$ Virgil fashioned his third and 
seventh Mglogue They choose for umpire of their strife y Cuddie, 
a neatherd s boy^ who, having ended then cause, reciieth also 
himself a proper song, whereof Cohn, he saith, was author 

Willy Perigot Cudbie 

Wtl Tell me, Pengot, what shall be the game. 

Wherefore with mine thou dare thy music match? 

Or bene thy bagpipes run far out of framed 
Or hath the cramp thy jomts benumbed with ache^ 
Per Ah, Willy, when the heart is ill assayed, 

How can bagpipe or joints be well apaid^ 

Wtl What the foul evil hath thee so bestad? 

Whilom thou was peregal to the best. 

And wont to make the jolly shepherds glad 
With piping and dancing, didst pass the rest 
Per Ah, Willy, now I have learned a new dance, 

My old music marred by a new mischance 
Wtl Mischief mought to that mischance befall. 

That so hath raft us of our merriment 
But rede me what pain doth thee so appal? 

Or lovest thou, or bene thy younglings miswent^ 

Per Love hath misled both my younglmgs, and me 
I pme for pam, and they my pain to see 
Wtl Perdie, and wellaway, ill may they thnve f 
Never knew I lover’s sheep in good phght 
But, and if in rhymes with me thou dare strive, 

Such fond fantasies shall soon be put to flight 
Per That shall I do, though mochell worse I fared 
Never shall be said that Pengot was dared 
Wtl Then lo, Perigot, the pledge winch I plight, 

A mazer ywrought of the maple war, 

Wherem is enchased many a fair sight 
Of bears and tigers, that maken fierce war. 

And over them spread a goodly wild vme, 

Entralled with a wanton ivy twme 

Thereby is a lamb in the wolves jaws 
But see, how fast runneth the shepherd swam 
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To save the innocent from the beastes paws 
And here^ with his sheep-hook hath him slain 
Tell me^ such a cup hast thou ever seen^ 

Well mought it beseem any harvest queen 

Per Thereto will I pa^m yonder spotted lamb. 

Of all my flock there nis sike another, 

For I brought him up without the dam 
But Colin Clout raft me of his brother, 

That he purchased of me m the plain field 
Sore against my will was I forced to yield 
Wtl Sicker, make like account of his brother 
But who shall judge the wager won or lost 
Per That shall yonder herdgroom, and none other. 
Which over the pousse hitherward doth post 
Wtl But, for the sunbeam so sore doth us beat, 
Were not better to shun the scorching heat^* 

Per Well agreed, Willy then sit thee down, swam: 

Sike a song never heardest thou but Colm sing. 
Ct(d Gm when ye list, ye jolly shepherds twain 
Sike a judge as Cuddie were for a kmg 
Per “ It fell upon a holy eve, 

Wtl Hey, ho, holiday ' 

Per When holy fathers wont to shneve, 

WtL Now gmneth this roundelay 
Per Sitting upon a hill so high, 

Wtl Hey, ho, the high hill i 

Per The while my flock did feed thereby, 

Wtl The while the shepherd self did spill 
Per I saw the bouncing beUibone, 

Wtl Hey, ho, bombell ^ 

Per Tripping over the dale alone, 

Wtl She can tnp it very well 
Per Well decked m a frock of gray, 

Wtl Hey, ho, gray is greet * 

Per And m a kirtle of green say, 

Wtl The green is for maidens meet 
Per A chaplet on her head she wore, 

Wtl Hey, ho, chapelet » 

Per Of sweet violets therem was store, 

Wtl She sweeter than the violet 

Per My sheep did leave their wonted food, 

Wtl ho, silly sheep t 
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Per And gaz’d on her as they were wood, 

Wtl Wood as he that did them keep 
Per As the bonilass passed by, 

Wtl Hey, ho, bonilass ’ 

Per She rov’d at me with glancing eye, 

Wtl As clear as the crysAl glass, 

Per All as the sunny beam so bright, 

Wtl Hey, ho, the sunbeam * 

Per Glanceth from Phoebus’ face forthright, 
Wtl So love into thy heart did stream 
Per Or as the thunder cleaves the clouds, 

Wtl Hey, ho, the thunder * 

Per Wherein the lightsome levin shrouds, 

Wtl So cleaves thy soul asunder 
Per Or as Dame C3mthia’s silver ray, 

Wtl Hey, ho, the moonlight * 

Per Upon the glittenng wave doth play, 

Wtl Such play is a piteous plight 
Per The glance into my heart did glide, 

Wtl Hey, ho, the glider f 

Per Therewith my soul was sharply gnde, 

Wtl Such wounds soon wexen wider 
Per Hasting to raunch the arrow out, 

Wtl Hey, ho, Pengot ^ 

Per I left the head m my heart-root, 

Wtl It was a desperate shot 

Per There it rankleth, aye more and more, 

Wtl Hey, ho, the arrow f 

Per Ne can I find salve for my sore 

Wtl Love is a cureless sorrow 

Per And though my bale with death I bought, 

Wtl Hey, ho, heavy cheer ^ 

Per Yet should thilk lass not from my thought, 
Wtl So you may buy gold too dear 
Per But whether in painful love I pine, 

Wtl Hey, ho, pmching pain ^ 

Per Or thrive in wealth, she shall be mine, 

Wtl But if thou can her obtam 
Per And if for graceless gnef I die, 

Wtl Hey, ho, graceless gnef * 

Per Witness she slew me with her eye, 

Wtl Let thy folly be the prief 
Per And you, that saw it, simple sheep. 
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Wtl Hey, ho, the fair flock ^ 

Per For prief thereof, my death shall weep, 

Wtl And moan with many a mock 
Per So learned I love on a holy eve, 

Wtl Hey, ho, holiday » 

Per That ever sincS my heart did grieve, 

Wtl Now endeth our roundelay ’’ 

Cud Sicker, sike a roundle never heard I none 
Little lacketh Perigot of the best. 

And Willy is not greatly overgone. 

So weren his under-songs well addrest 
Wtl Herdgroom, I fear me, thou have a squint eye 
Arede upnghtly who has the victory 
Cud Faith of my soul, I deem each have gained 
For-thy let the lamb be Willy his own 
And for Perigot, so well hath him pained. 

To him be the wroughten mazer alone 
Per Pengot is well pleased with the doom 
Ne can Willy wite the witeless herdgroom 
Wtl Never dempt more nght of beauty, I ween, 
The shepherd of Ida that judged Beauty’s queen 
Cud But tell me, shepherds, should it not yshend 
Your roundels fresh, to hear a doleful verse 
Of Rosalind (who knows not Rosalind ?) 

That Colm made? ylk can I you rehearse 
Per Now say it, Cuddie, as thou art a lad 
With merry thing it’s good to medle sad 
Wtl Faith of my soul, thou shalt ycrown^d be 
In Colin’s stead, if thou this song arede, 

For never thing on earth so pleaseth me 
As him to hear, or matter of his deed 
Cud Then list’neth each unto my heavy lay, 

And tune your pipes as ruthful as ye may 

“ Ye wasteful woods > bear witness of my woe. 
Wherein my plamts did oftentimes resound 
Ye careless birds are pnvy to my cries, 

Which m your songs were wont to make a part 
Thou, pleasant sprmg, hast lulled me oft asleep, 
Whose streams my trickling tears did oft augment 

Resort of people doth my griefs augment. 

The walled towns do work my greater woe. 
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The forest wide is fitter to resound 
The hollow echo of my careful cries 
I hate the house, since thence my love did part, 
Whose wailful want debars mine eyes from sleep 

Let streams of tears supply the place of sleep , 

Let all, that sweet is, void and all that may augment 
My doole, draw near! More meet to wail my woe 
Bene the wild woods, my sorrows to resound. 

Than bed, or bower, both which I fill with cries, 

When I them see so waste, and find no part 

**Of pleasure past Here will I dwell apart 
In gastful grove therefore, till my last sleep 
Do close mine eyes so shall I not augment 
With sight of such as change my restless woe 
Help me, ye baneful birds, whose shriekmg sound 
Is sign of dreary death, my deadly cries 

‘‘Most ruthfully to tune And as my cries 
(Which of my woe cannot bewray least part) 

You hear all night, when nature craveth sleep, 
Increase, so let your irksome yells augment 
Thus all the night m plaints, the day in woe, 

I vow4d have to waste, till safe and sound 

“She home return, whose voice’s silver sound 
To cheerful songs can change my cheerless cries 
Hence with the nightingale will I take part. 

That blessed bird, that spends her time of sleep 
In songs and plaintive pleas, the more t’ augment 
The memory of his misdeed that bred her woe 

And you that feel no woe, 

Whenas the sound 
Of these my nightly cries 
Ye hear apart. 

Let break your sounder sleep. 

And pity augment ” 

Per 0 Colm, Cohn’ the shepherds’ joy, 

How I admire each turning of thy verse ’ 

And Cuddle, fresh Cuddie, the liefest boy, 

How dolefully his doole thou didst rehearse ! 
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Cud Then blow your pipes, shepherds, till you be at 
home. 

The night nigheth fast, it's time to be gone 


PERIGOT HIS EMBLEM 

Vtnceht gloria victi 

willy’s emblem 

Vinto non vitto 


cuddie’s emblem 

Felice chi puo 


GLOSS 


Bestad, disposed, ordered 

Peregalt equal 

Whilom, once 

Raft, bereft, deprived 

Mtswent, gone astray 

III may, according to Virgil 

“Infehx o semper ovis pecus " 

A mazer So also do Theocritus and Virgil feign pledges of their 
stnfe 

Enchased, engraved Such pretty descriptions everywhere useth 
Theocritus to bring m his Idylha For which special cause indeed, 
he by that name termeth his ^glogues, for IdyUion in Greek 
sigmfieth the shape or picture of anything, whereof his book is full 
And not, as I have heard some fondly guess that they be called not 
Idylha, but Haediha, of the goatherds in them 
Entrailed, wrought between 

Harvest queen, the manner of country folk in harvest time 
Pousse, pease 

It fell upon Pengot maketh all his song in praise of his love, to 
whom Willy answereth every underverse By Pengot who is 
meant, I cannot upnghtly say but if it be who is supposed, his love, 
she deserveth no less praise than he giveth her 
Greet, weeping and complaint 
Chaplet, a kind of garland hke a crown 
Levin, hghtmng 

Cynthia was said to be the moon 

Gride, pierced 

But if, not unless 

Squint eye, partial judgement 

Each have So saith Virgil 

"Et vitula tu dignus, et hic,” <fec 
So by interchange of gifts Cuddie pleaseth both parts 
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Doom judgement 

Dempt^ for deemed, judged 

Wtte the wtteless blame the blameless 

The shepherd of Ida was said to be Pans 

Beauty* s queen Venus to whom Pans adjudged the golden apple 
as the i^nce of her beauty 


EMBLEM 

The meamng hereof is very ambiguous for Pengot by his poesy 
claiming the conquest and Willy not yielding Cuddie the arbiter 
of their cause and patron of his own, seemeth to challenge it, as his 
due saying, that he is happy which can, so abruptly ending but he 
Daeaneth either him, that can win the best, or moderate himself 
being best, and leave off with the best 


SEPTEMBER 

iEGLOGA NONA ARGUMENT 

HLerein Dtggofi Davy t$ devised to be a shepherd that, in hope of more 
gain, drove his sheep into afar country The abuses whereof, and 
loose living of Popish prelates, by occasion of HobbinoVs demand, 
he discourseth at large 

Hobbinol Diggon Davy 

Hob Diggon Davy ’ I bid her good day^ 

Or Diggon her is, or I missay 
Dig Her was her, while it was daylight, 

But now her is a most wretched wight 
For day, that was, is wightly past, 

And now at erst the dark night doth hast 
Hob Diggon, arede who has thee so dight^ 

Never I wist thee in so poor a phght 
Where is the fair flock thou was wont to lead ^ 

Or bene they chaffred, or at mischief dead? 

Dig Ah, for love of that is to thee most lief, 

Hobbinol, I pray thee, gall not my old grief 
Sike question ripeth up cause of new woe, 

For one, opened, mote unfold many moe 
Hob Nay, but sorrow close shrouded m heart, 

I know, to keep is a burdenous smart 
Each thing imparted is more eath to bear 
When the ram is falFn, the clouds wexen clear 
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And now, sithence I saw thy head last, 

Thrice three moons bene fully spent and past, 
Smce when thou hast measured much ground. 
And wand’red, I ween, about the world round, 
So as thou can many things relate, 

But tell me first fef thy flock's estate 
Big My sheep bene wasted, (wae is me therefore*) 
The jolly shepherd that was of yore 
Is now nor jolly, nor shepherd more 
In foreign coasts men said was plenty, 

And so there is, but all of misery 
I dempt there much to have eked my store, 

But such eking hath made my heart sore 
In tho countnes, whereas I have been. 

No being for those that truly mean. 

But for such, as of guile maken gam, 

No such country as there to remain. 

They setten to sale their shops of shame. 

And maken a mart of their good name 
The shepherds there robben one another, 

And layen baits to beguile her brother, 

Or they will buy his sheep out of the cote, 

Or they will carven the shepherd's throat 
The shepherd's swam you cannot well ken. 

But it be by his pride, from other men 
They looken big as bulls that bene bate, 

And bearen the crag so stiff and so state. 

As cock on his dunghill crowing crank 
Eob Diggon, I am so stiff and so stank, 

That uneath may I stand any more 
And now the western wind bloweth sore, 

That now is m his chief sovereignty, 

Beating the withered leaf from the tree 
Sit we down here under the hill. 

Then may we talk and tellen our fill. 

And make a mock at the blust'rmg blast 
Now say on, Diggon, whatever thou hast 
Dtg Hobbin, ah Hobbm* I curse the stound 
That ever I cast to have lorn this ground 
Wellaway the while I was so fond 
To leave the good, that I had in hond> 

In hope of better that was uncouth * 

So lost the dog the flesh m his mouth 
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My silly sheep (ah, silly sheep *) 

That here by there I whilom used to keep^ 

All were they lusty as thou didst see, 

Bene all sterv^d with pine and penuree 
Hardly myself escaped thilk pain. 

Driven for need to com| home agam 
Hob Ah fon ’ now by thy loss art taught. 

That seldom change the better brought 
Content who lives with tried state, 

Need fear no change of frownmg fate, 

But who will seek for unknown gam. 

Oft lives by loss, and leaves with pain 
Btg I wot ne, Hobbin, how I was bewitcht 
With vain desire and hope to be enncht. 

But, sicker, so it is, as the bright star 
Seemeth aye greater, when it is far 
I thought the soil would have made me rich, 

But now I wot it IS nothmg sich. 

For either the shepherds bene idle and still, 

And led of their sheep what way they will. 

Or they bene false, and full of covetise, 

And casten to compass many wrong empnse 
But the more bene fraught with fraud and spite, 
Ne m good nor goodness taken delight. 

But kindle coals of conteck and ire. 

Wherewith they set all the world on fire, 

Which when they thinken agam to quench, 

With holy water they doen hem all drench 
They say they con to heaven the high-way, 

But, by my soul, I dare undersay 
They never set foot in that same troad. 

But balk the right way, and strayen abroad 
They boast they han the devil at command, 

But ask hem therefore what they han pawned 
Marry I that great Pan bought with dear borrow, 
To quite it from the black bower of sorrow 
But they han sold thilk same long ago, 

For-thy woulden draw with hem many mo 
But let hem gang alone a' God’s name. 

As they han brewed, so let hem bear blame 
Hob Diggon, I pray thee, speak not so dirk. 

Such mister saying me seemeth too mirk 
Dig Then, plainly to speak of shepherds most-what, 
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Bad IS the best (this English is flat) 

Their ill haviour gars men missay 
Both of their doctrme, and of their fay 
They sayn the world is much war than it wont, 
All for her shepherds bene beastly and blont 
Other sayn, but foow truly I note, 

All for they holden shame of their cote 
Some stick not to say, (hot coal on her tongue f) 
That sike mischief graseth hem among, 

All for they casten too much of world's care, 

To deck her dame, and enrich her heir, 

For such encheason, if you go nigh, 

Few chimneys leeking you shall espy 
The fat ox, that wont lig m the stall, 

Is now fast stalled in her crumenall 
Thus chatten the people m their steads, 

Ylike as a monster of many heads. 

But they that shooten nearest the prick 
Sayn, other the fat from their beards doen lick 
For big bulls of Basan brace hem about. 

That with their horns butten the more stout, 
But the lean souls treaden under foot, 

And to seek redress mought little boot, 

For liker bene they to pluck away more. 

Than aught of the gotten good to restore 
For they bene hke foul quagmires overgrast, 
That, if thy galage once sticketh fast, 

The more to wind it out thou dost swmk, 

Thou mought ay deeper and deeper sink 
Yet better leave off with a little loss. 

Then by much wrestlmg to lose the gross 
Eoh Now, Diggon I see thou speakest too plain, 
Better it were a little to feign, 

And cleanly cover that cannot be cured 
Such ill, as is forced, mought needs be endured 
But of sike pastors how done the flocks creep ^ 
Dig Sike as the shepherds, sike bene her sheep, 
For they mil listen to the shepherd's voice, 
But“if he call hem at their good choice, 

They wander at will and stay at pleasure, 

And to their folds yede at their own leisure 
But they had be better come at their call. 

For many han into mischief fall, 
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And bene of ravenous wolves yrent^ 

All for they nould be buxom and bent 
Hob Fie on thee, Diggon, and all thy foul leasing ^ 
Well IS known that sith the Saxon king 
Never was wolf seen, many nor some, 

Nor in all Kent, nor mlDhnstendom, 

But the fewer wolves (the sooth to sayn) 

The more bene the foxes that here remain 
Big Yes, but they gang in more secret wise, 

And with sheep's clothing doen hem disguise 
They walk not widely as they were wont. 

For fear of rangers and the great hunt, 

But pnvily prowling to and fro, 

Enaunter they mought be inly know 
Hob Or pnvy or pert if any bene. 

We han great bandogs will tear their skin. 

Big Indeed, thy Ball is a bold big cur, 

And could make a jolly hole m their fur 
But not good dogs hem needeth to chase, 

But heedy shepherds to discern their face, 

For all their craft is m their countenance. 

They bene so grave and full of mamtenance 
But shall I tell thee what myself know 
Chanced to Roffy not long ygo^ 

Hob Say it out, Diggon, whatever it hight, 

For not but well mought him betight 
He is so meek, wise, and merciable. 

And with his word his work is convenable 
Colm Clout, I ween, be his self boy, 

(Ah, for Colin, he whilom my joy *) 

Shepherds sich, God mought us many send. 

That doen so carefully their flocks tend 
Big Thilk same shepheard mought I well mark 
He has a dog to bite or to bark. 

Never had shepherd so keen a cur, 

That waketh and if but a leaf stir 
Whilom there wonned a wicked wolf, 

That with many a lamb had glutted his gulf, 

And ever at night wont to repair 

Unto the flock, when the welkin shone fair, 

Yclad m dothmg of silly sheep. 

When the good old man used to sleep 
Then at midnight he would bark and bawl. 
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(For he had eft learned a cur’s call,) 

As if a wolf were among the sheep 

With that the shepherd would bieak his sleep, 

And send out Lowder (for so his dog hote) 

To range the fields with wide open throat 
Then, whenas LoMei was far away, 

This wolvish sheep would catchen his pray, 

A lamb, or a lad, or a weanel wast, 

With that to the wood would he speed him fast 
Long time he used this slippery prank. 

Ere Rofiy could for his labour him thank 
At end, the shepherd his practice spied, 

(For Roffy is wise, and as Argus eyed,) 

And when at even he came to the flock, 

Fast in their folds he did them lock. 

And took out the wolf in his counterfeit coat. 

And let out the sheep’s blood at his throat 
Hob Marry, Diggon, what should him aflray 
To take his own wherever it lay^ 

For, had his wesand been a little widder. 

He would have devoured both bidder and shidder 
Dtg Mischief light on him, and God’s great curse ^ 
Too good for him had been a great deal worse, 
For It was a perilous beast above all. 

And eke had he conned the shepherd’s call, 

And oft in the night came to the sheep-cote, 

And called Lowder, with a hollow throat. 

As if it the old man self had been 
The dog his master’s voice did it ween, 

Yet half in doubt he opened the door, 

And ran out as he was wont of yore 
No sooner was out, but, swifter than thought, 
Fast by the hide the wolf Lowder caught. 

And, had not Rofly run to the steven, 

Lowder had be slain thilk same even 
Hob God shield, man, he should so ill have thrive. 
All for he did his devoir behve ^ 

If sike bene wolves, as thou hast told, 

How mought we, Diggon, hem behold? 

Dtg How, but with heed and watchfulness, 
Forstallen hem of their wihness 
For-thy with shepherd sits not play, 

Or sleep, as some doen, all the long day, 
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But ever liggen in watch and ward, 

From sudden force their flocks for to guard 
Hob Ah, Diggon* thilk same rule were too strait, 
All the cold season to watch and wait. 

We bene of flesh, men as other be. 

Why should we be boiiid to such misery? 
Whatever thing lacketn changeable rest, 
Mought needs decay, when it is at best 
Dig Ail ^ but, Hobbinol, all this long tale 
Nought easeth the care that doth me forhail, 
What shall I do? what way shall I wend. 

My piteous plight and loss to amend ? 

Ah ’ good Hobbinol, mought I thee pray 
Of aid or counsel m my decay 
Hob Now, by my soul, Diggon, I lament 
The hapless mischief that has thee hent, 
Netheless thou seest my lowly sail. 

That froward fortune doth ever avail 
But, were Hobbinol as God mought please, 
Diggon should soon find favour and ease 
But if to my cottage thou wdt resort. 

So as I can I will thee comfort, 

There mayst thou lig m a vetchy bed, 

Till fairer Fortune shew forth her head 
Dig Ah, Hobbinol > God mought it thee requite, 
Diggon on few such friends did ever ^light 

diggon’s emblem 
Inopem me copia fecit 


GLOSS 

The dialect and phrase of speech, in this dialogue, seemeth some- 
what to differ from the common The cause whereof is supposed to 
be, by occasion of the party herein meant, who, being very friend 
to the author hereof, had been long in foreign countnes, and there 
seen many disorders, which he here recounteth to Hobbinol 

Bid her, bid good morrow For to bid is to pray, whereof cometh 
beads for prayers, and so they say, To bid his beads, s to say his 
prayers 

Wightly, quickly, or suddenly 

Chaffredf sold 

Dead at mischief an unusual speech, but much usurped of Lydgate, 
and sometime of Chaucer 
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Ltef, dear 
Eath, easy 

Thnca three moons, nine months 

Measured for travelled 

Wae, woe, northemly 

Eked, increased 

Carven cnt 

Ken, know 

Crag, neck 

State, stoutly 

Stank, weary or faint 

And now He applieth it to the time of the year, which is m the 
end of harvest which they call the fall of the leaf, at which time the 
western wind beareth most sway 

A mock, imitating Horace, '*Debes ludibnum venhs ** 

Lorn, left 

Soot, sweet 

Uncouth unknown 

Hereby there here and there 

As the bright translated out of Mantuan 

Empnse, for enterpnse, per syncopen 

Conteck stnfe 

Trode, path 

Marry that that is, their souls, which by popish exorcisms and 
practices they damn to hell 
Black, hell 
Gang go 
Mister, manner 
Mirk, obscure 
War, worse 
Crumenall, purse 
Brace, compass 
Encheson, occasion 
Overgrast overgrown with grass 
Gdlage shoe 
The gross, the whole 
Buxom and bent, meek and obedient 

Saxon king. King Edgar that reigned here in Britain in the year 
of our Lord [957-975]* which king caused all the wolves, whereof 
then was store in this country, by a proper policy to be destroyed 
So as never smce that time there have been wolves here found, unless 
they were brought from other countries And therefore Hobbinol 
rebuketh him of untruth, for saying that there be wolves in England 
Nor %n Christendom This saying seemeth to be strange and un- 
reasonable, but indeed it was wont to be an old proverb and 
common phrase The original whereof was, for that most part of 
England in the reign of King Ethelbert was chnstened, Kent only 
except, which remained long after in misbehef and unchnstened 
So that Kent was counted no part of Chnstendom 
Great hunt executing of laws and justice 
Enaunter, lest that 
Inly, inwardly aforesaid 
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Pnvely or pert, openly, saith Chaucer 

Rojfy, the name of a shepherd in Marot his asglogue of Robin and 
the Kmg Whom he here commendeth for great care and wise 
governance of his flock 

Cohn Clout Now I think no man doubteth but by Cohn is meant 
the author self, whose especial good friend Hobbinol saith he is, 
or more nghtly Master Gabnel Harvey of whose special commenda- 
tion, as well in poetry as rhetoric and ©ther choice learning we have 
lately had a sufficient tnal in divers his works, but specially in his 
Muswrum Lachrymce, and his late Gratulahonum Valdtnenstum, 
which book in the progress at Audley in Essex he dedicated in 
writing to her Majesty, afterward presenting the same in print to 
her Highness at the worshipful Master Capell's in Hertfordshire 
Beside other his sundry most rare and very notable writings, partly 
under unknown titles, and partly under counterfeit names as his 
Tyrannomashx, his Ode NatahUa, his Rametdos, and especially that 
part of Phzlomusus, his divine Anhcosmopohta, and divers other of 
like importance As also by the name of other shepherds, he 
covereth the persons of divers other his familiar friends and best 
acquaintance 

This tale of Roflcy seemeth to colour some particular action of his 
But what, 1 certainly know not 
Wonned, haunted 
Welkin, sky aforesaid 
A weanel wast a weaned youngling 
Hidder and shidder, he and she, male and female 
Steven, noise 
Behve, quickly 

Whatever, Ovid s verse translated 

" Quod caret altema requie durabile non est " 

Forehail, draw or distress 
Vetchy, of pease straw 


EMBLEM 

This IS the saying of Narcissus in Ovid For when the foolish 
boy, by beholding his face in the brook, fell in love with his own 
likeness, and not able to content himself with much looking thereon, 
he cned out, that plenty made him poor, meaning that much gazing 
had bereft him of sense But our Diggon useth it to other purpose, 
as who that, by trial of many ways, had found the worst, and through 
great plenty was fallen into great penury This poesy I Imow to 
have been much used of the author, and to such-like effect, as 
first Narcissus spake it 
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OCTOBER 

iEGLOGA DECIMA ARGUMENT 

In Cuddle %s set out the perfect pattern of a poet, which, finding no 
maintenance of his state a id studies, complaineth of the contempt 
of poetry, and the causes thereof specially having teen in all ages, 
and even amongst the most baibarous, always of singular account 
and honour, and being indeed so worthy and commendable an 
art, or rather no art, but a divine gift and heavenly instinct not 
to be gotten by labour and learning, but adorned with both and 
poured into the wit by a certain and celestial 

inspiration, as the author hereof else where at large discourseth 
in his book called The English Poet which book being lately 
come to my hands, I mind also by God s grace, upon further 
advisement, to publish 

Piers Cudbie 

Tiers Cuddle, for shame * hold up thy heavy head, 
And let us cast with what delight to chase, 

And weary this long lingering Phoebus’ race 
Whilom thou wont the shepherds’ lads to lead 
In rhymes, m riddles, and m bidding base, 

Now they m thee, and thou in sleep art dead 

Cud Piers, I have pip6d erst so long with pain, 

That all mine oaten reeds bene rent and wore. 

And my poor Muse hath spent her spared store, 

Yet little good hath got, and much less gam 
Such pleasance makes the grasshopper so poor, 

And lig so layd, when wmter doth her stram 

The dapper ditties, that I wont devise 
To feed youth’s fancy, and the flocking fry, 

Dehghten much, what I the bett for-thy^’ 

They han the pleasure, I a slender price, 

I beat the bush, the birds to them do fly 
What good thereof to Cuddie can arise? 

Piers Cuddle, the praise is better than the price, 

The glory eke much greater than the gam 
0 * what an honour is it, to restrain 
The lust of lawless youth with good advice, 

Or prick them forth with pleasance of thy vein, 
Whereto thou hst their tramM wills entice 
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Soon as thou gmn’st to set thy notes m frame, 

0, how the rural routs to thee do cleave ^ 

Seemeth thou dost their soul of sense bereave 
All as the shepherd that did fetch his dame 
From Pluto’s baleful bower withouten leave, 

His music’s might the ^llish hound did tame 

Cud So praisen babes the peacock’s spotted tram. 
And wond’ren at bright Argus’ blazing eye. 

But who rewards him e’er the more for-thy. 

Or feeds him once the fuller by a gram? 

Sike praise is smoke, that sheddeth m the sky, 

Sike words bene wind, and wasten soon in vain 

Pters Abandon, then, the base and viler clown, 

Lift up thyself out of the lowly dust. 

And sing of bloody Mars, of wars, of jousts. 

Turn thee to those that wield the awful crown. 

To ’doubted knights, whose woundless armour rusts. 
And helms unbruised wexen daily brown 

There may thy Muse display her flutt’nng wing, 

And stretch herself at large from east to west, 
Whither thou list m fair Ehsa rest. 

Or, if thee please in bigger notes to sing, 

Advance the worthy whom she loveth best. 

That first the white bear to the stake did bring 

And, when the stubborn stroke of stronger stounds 
Has somewhat slackt the tenor of thy strmg. 

Of love and lustihead then may’st thou sing, 

And carol loud, and lead the miller’s round, 

All were Elisa one of thilk same nng. 

So mought our Cuddle’s name to heaven sound 

Cud Indeed the Romish Tityrus, I hear, 

Through his Maecenas left his oaten reed, 

Whereon he erst had taught his flocks to feed. 

And laboured lands to yield the timely ear, 

And eft did sing of wars and deadly dreed. 

So as the heavens did quake his verse to hear 

But ah ’ Maecenas is yclad m clay. 

And great Augustus long ago is dead. 

And all the worthies hggen wrapt in lead, 

d879 
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That matter made for poets on to play 
For ever, who m dernng-do were dread, 

The lofty verse of hem was lov6d aye 

But after virtue gan for age to stoop, 

And mighty manlood brought a bed of ease, 

The vaunting poels found nought worth a pease 
To put in press among the learned troop 
Then gan the streams of flowing wits to cease, 

And sun-bnght honour penned in shameful coop 

And if that any buds of poesy. 

Yet of the old stock, gan to shoot again, 

Or It men’s follies mote be forced to feign, 

And roll with rest in rhymes of ribaldry, 

Or, as It sprang, it wither must again 
Tom Piper makes us better melody 

Pters 0 peerless poesy ^ where is then thy placed 
If nor in pnnce’s palace thou do sit, 

(And yet is prmce’s palace the most fit,) 

Ne breast of baser birth doth thee embrace 
Then make thee wings of thine aspiring wit. 

And, whence thou cam’st, fly back to heaven apace 

Cud Ah, Percy ^ it is all too weak and wan, 

So high to soar and make so large a flight, 

Her pieced pinions bene not so m plight 
For Colm fits such famous flight to scan. 

He, were he not with love so ill bedight. 

Would mount as high, and sing as soot as swan 

Pters Ah, fon * for love does teach him climb so high. 
And lifts him up out of the loathsome mire 
Such immortal mirror, as he doth admire, 

Would raise one’s mind above the starry sky. 

And cause a caitiff corage to aspire, 

For lofty love doth loathe a lowly eye 

Cud All otherwise the state of poet stands, 

For lordly love is such a tyrant fell, 

That where he rules all power he doth expel. 

The vaunted verse a vacant head demands. 



OCTOBER 


83 


Ne wont with crabbed care the Muses dwell 
Unwisely weaves, that takes two webs in hand 

Who ever casts to compass weighty prize, 

And thinks to throw out thund'nng words of threat. 
Let pour in lavish cupaand thnfty bits of meat, 

For Bacchus' fruit is fiend to Phoebus wise. 

And, when with wine the brain begins to sweat, 

The numbers flow as fast as spnng doth rise 

Thou kenn'st not, Percy, how the rhyme should rage 
O f if my temples were distamed with wine. 

And girt in girlonds of wild ivy twine. 

How I could rear the Muse on stately stage, 

And teach her tread aloft in buskin fine, 

With quaint Bellona in her equipage ^ 

But ah I my corage cools ere it be warm 
For-thy content us in this humble shade, 

Where no such troublous tides han us assayed. 

Here we our slender pipes may safely charm 

Pters And when my goats shall han their belhes layed, 
Cuddle shall have a kid to store his farm 

cuddie’s emblem 
Agttante calesctmus tllo^ dfc 


GLOSS 

This asglogue is made in imitation of Theocntus his xvi Idyllion, 
wherein he reproved the tyrant Hiero of Sjrracuse for his mggardise 
toward poets, in whom is the power to make men immortal for their 
good deeds, or shameful for their naughty life And the like also 
is in Mantuan The style hereof, as also that m Theocntus, is more 
lofty than the rest, and apphed to the height of poetical wit 

Cuddle I doubt whether by Cuddie be specified the author 
self, or some other For in the eighth aeglogue the same person was 
brought in, singing a cantion of Cohn s making as he saith So that 
some doubt that the persons be different 
Whilom^ sometime 
Oaten reeds^ avena 
Ltg so layd he so faint and unlusty 
Dapper, pretty 

Fry IS a bold metaphor, forced from the spawning fishes, for 
the multitude of young fish be called the fry 
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To resUain This place seemeth to conspire with. Plato, who in his 
first book de Legthus saith, that the first invention of poetry was of 
very virtuous intent For at what time an infimte number of youth 
usually came to their great solemn feasts called Panegynca which 
they used every five year to hold some learned man being more 
able than the rest for special gifts of wit and music, would take upon 
him to sing fine verses to the people, in praise either of virtue or of 
victory or of immortahty, or sich-hke At whose wonderful gift all 
men being astonied, and as it were ravished with delight, thinking 
(as it was indeed) that he was inspired from above, called him 
vatem which kind of men afterward framing their verses to lighter 
music (as of music be many kinds, some sadder, some lighter some 
martial, some heroical and so diversely eke affect the minds of men ) 
found out lighter matter of poesy also some playing with love, some 
scormng at men's fashions, some poured out in pleasures and so 
were called poets or makers 

Sense bereave What the secret working of music is in the minds of 
men, as well appeareth hereby that some of the ancient philosophers, 
and those the most wise, as Plato and Pythagoras, held for opinion, 
that the mind was made of a certain harmony and musical numbers, 
for the great compassion, and likeness of affection in the one and in 
the other as also by that memorable history of Alexander to whom 
whenas Timotheus the great musician played the Phrygian melody 
it is said that he was distraught with such unwonted fury, that, 
straightway rising from the table m great rage, he caused himself 
to be armed, as ready to go to war (for that music is very warlike) 
And immediately whenas the musician changed his stroke into the 
Lydian and Ionic harmony, he was so far from warring, that he 
sat as still as if he had been in matters of counsel Such might is 
in music wherefore Plato and Anstotle forbid the Arcadian melody 
from children and youth For that being altogether on the fifth 
and seventh tone, it is of great force to molhfy and quench the kindly 
courage, which useth to bum in young breasts So that it is not 
incredible which the poet here saith, that music can bereave the 
soul of sense 

The shepherd that, Orpheus of whom is said, that by his excellent 
skill in music and poetry, he recovered his wife Eurydice from hell 

Argus* eyes Of Argus is before said that Juno to him committed 
her husband Jupiter his paragon lo, because he had an hundred 
eyes but afterward Mercury, with his music lulhng Argus asleep, 
slew him and brought lo away whose eyes it is said that Juno, 
for his eternal memory, placed in her bird the peacock's tail for 
those coloured spots indeed resemble eyes 

Woundless armour, unwounded in wax, do rust through long peace 

Display a poetical metaphor, whereof the meaning is, that if 
the poet list Show his skill in matter of more dignity than is the 
homely aeglogue, good occasion is him offered of higher vein and 
more heroical argument in the person of our most gracious sovereign, 
whom (as before) he calleth Elisa Or if matter of knighthood and 
chivalry please him better that there be many noble and valiant 
men, that are both worthy of his pain in their deserved praises, and 
also favourers of his skill and faculty 
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The worthy He meaneth (as I guess) the most honourable and 
renowned the Earl of Leicester, whom by his cogmsance (although 
the same be also proper to other) rather than by his name he be- 
wrayeth being not likely that the names of worldly princes be known 
to country clown 

Slack that is when thou changest thy verse from stately discourse, 
to matter of more pleasance and dekght 

The miller* s, a kind of dance 1 

Ringt company of dancers 

The Romish Tityrus, well known to be Virgil, who by Maecenas' 
means was brought into the favour of the Emperor Augustus and 
by him moved to write in loftier kind then he erst had done 

Whereon In these three verses are the three several works of Virgil 
intended, for in teaching his flocks to feed, is meant his -$glogues 
In labouring of lands, is his Bucolics In singing of wars and 
deadly dread, is his divine ^Eneis figured 

In derrtng-do in manhood and chivalry 

For ever He sheweth the cause why poets were wont to be had in 
such honour of noble men, that is, that by them their worthiness and 
valour should through their famous poesies be commended to all 
postenties Wherefore it is said, that Achilles had never been so 
famous, as he is, but for Homer s immortal verses, which is the only 
advantage which he had of Hector And also that Alexander the 
Great, coming to his tomb in Sigeus, with natural tears blessed him 
that ever was his hap to be honoured with so excellent a poet's 
work, as so renowned and ennobled only by his means Which 
being declared in a most eloquent oration of TuUy^s, is of Petrarch 
no less worthily set forth in a sonnet 

‘*Giunto Alexandro a la famosa tomba 
Del fero Achille, sospirando disse 
O fortunato, che si chiara tromba Trovasti," &c 

And that such account hath been always made of poets as well 
sheweth this, that the worthy Scipio, in all his wars against Carthage 
and Numan-ha, had evermore in his company, and that in a most 
familiar sort, the good old poet Ennius, as also that Alexander 
destrojnng Thebes when he was informed that the famous lync 
poet Pindarus was bom in that city, not only commanded straitly 
that no man should, upon pain of death, do any violence to that 
house, by fire or otherwise but also specially spared most, and some 
highly rewarded, that were of his km So favoured he the only 
name of a poet, which praise otherwise was in the same man no less 
famous that when he came to ransacking of king Danus' coffers, 
whom he lately had overthrown, he found in a httle coffer of silver 
the two books of Homer s works, as laid up there for special jewels 
and nchesse, which he taking thence put one of them daily m his 
bosom, and the other every mght laid under his pillow Such 
honour have poets always found in the sight of pnnces and noble 
men, which this author here very well sheweth, as elsewhere more 
notably 

But after He sheweth the cause of contempt of poetry to be idleness, 
and baseness of mind 



86 


THE SHEPHERD^S CALENDAR 


Pent, shut up m sloth, as in a coop or cage 

Tom Ptper, an ironical sarcasmus spoken in derision of these rude 
■wits, which make more account of a rhyming ribald* than of skill 
grounded upon learning and judgement 

Ne breast, the meaner sort of men 

Her piecid ptmons, unperfect skill spoken with humble modesty 

As soot as swan The compajpson seemeth to be strange for the 
swan hath ever won small com^aendation for her sweet singing out 
it IS said of the learned that the swan, a httle before her death 
singeth most pleasantly as prophesying by a secret instinct her 
near destiny As well saith the poet elsewhere in one of his sonnets 

"The silver swan doth sing before her dying day, 

As she that feels the deep delight that is in death," &c 

Immortal mirror, beauty which is an excellent object of poetical 
spirits, as appeareth by the worthy Petrarch, saying 

"Fiorir faceva il mio debile ingegno, 

A la sua ombra, e crescer ne gli affanni " 

A caitiff corage a base and abject mind 

For lofty love I think this playing \vith the letter to be rather a 
fault than a figure as well in our Enghsh tongue, as it hath been 
always in the Latin called Cacozelon 

A vacant, imitateth Mantuan s saying, vacuum curis divina 
cerebrum Poscit " 

Lavish Clips Resembleth the common verse, "Foecundi calices 
quern non fecere disertum " 

0 if my He seemeth here to be ravished with a poetical fury For 
(if one rightly mark) the numbers rise so full, and the verse groweth 
so big, that it seemeth he had forgot the meanness of shepherd's 
state and style 

Wild ivy, for it is dedicated to Bacchus and therefore it is said, 
that the Maenades (that is Bacchus* frantic priestesses) used in their 
sacrifice to carry thyrsos, which were pointed staves or javelins, 
wrapped about with ivy 

In buskin It was the manner of poets and players in tragedies to 
wear buskins, as also in comedies to use stocks and hght shoes 
So that the buskin in poetry is used for tragical matter, as is said 
in Virgil, "Sola Sophocleo tua carmma digna cothumo ** And 
the like in Horace "Magnum loqui, nitique cothumo " 

Quaint, strange Bellona, the goddess of battle, that is Pallas, 
which may there^re well be called quaint, for that (as Lucian saith) 
when Jupiter 'lier father was in travail of her he caused his son 
Vulcan with pis axe to hew his head Out of which leaped forth 
lustily a valiant damsel \armed at all points, whom seeing Vulcan 
so fair and c(^mely, lightly leaping to her proffered her some courtesy, 
which the Ijtdy disdaining, ghaked her spear at him, and threatened 
his saucmess Therefore su<vh strangeness is weU applied to her 

Equipage, order 

Tide% seasons 

Charm, temper and order, fc^r charms were wont to be made by 
verses as Ovid saith, "Aut si ^rminibus ** 
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EMBLEM 

Hereby is meant, as also in the whole course of this aeglogue, 
that poetry is a divine instinct, and unnatural rage passing the 
reach of common reason Whom Piers answereth eptphonemahcos 
as admitting the excellency of the skill, whereof in Cuddle he had 
already had a taste 
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iEGLOGA UNDECIMA ARGUMENT 

In this x% csglogue he hewaileth the death of some maiden of great blood, 
whom he calleth Dido The personage is secret and to me alto~ 
gether unknown, albe of himself I often required the same This 
eeglogue is made in imitation of Marot his song, which he made 
upon the death of Lois the French queen but far passing his 
reach, and in mine opinion all other the ceglogues of this booh 

Thenot Cohn 

The Colin, my dear, when shall it please thee smg. 

As thou were wont, songs of some jouissance? 

Thy Muse too long slumb’reth m sorrowing, 

Lulled asleep through love’s misgovemance 
Now somewhat sing, whose endless sovenance 
Among the shepherds’ swains may aye remam. 
Whether thee list thy lov6d lass advance. 

Or honour Pan with hymns of higher vein 
Col Thenot, now ms the time of merrymake. 

Nor Pan to hery, nor with love to play, 

Sike mirth m May is meetest for to make. 

Or summer shade, under the cock6d hay 
But now sad winter welk6d hath the day. 

And Phoebus, weary of his yearly task, 

Ystabled hath his steeds m lowly lay, 

And taken up his inn m Fish’s hask 
Thilk sullein season sadder plight doth ask. 

And loatheth sike delights as thou dost praise 
The mournful Muse m mirth now list ne mask. 

As she was wont in youth and summer days 
But if thou algate lust light virelays. 

And looser songs of love to underfong, 

Who but thyself deserves sike poet’s praise? 

Relive thy oaten pipes that sleepen long 
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The The nightingale is sovereign of song, 

Before him sits the titmouse silent be 
And I, unfit to thrust in skilful throng, 

Should Colin make judge of my foolery^ 

Nay, better learn of hem that learned be, 

And han be watered at the Muses’ well 
The kindly dew drc^s from the higher tree. 

And wets the little plants that lowly dwell 
But if sad winter’s wrath, and season chill, 

Accord not with thy Muse’s mernment, 

To sadder times thou may’st attune thy quill, 

And sing of sorrow and death’s dreanment 
For dead is Dido, dead, alas* and drent, 

Dido * the great shepherd his daughter shene 
The fairest may she was that ever went, 

Her like she has not left behind I ween 
And, if thou wilt bewail my woeful teen, 

I shall thee give yond cosset for thy pain. 

And, if thy rh 3 nnes as round and rueful bene 
As those that did thy Rosalind complain. 

Much greater gifts for guerdon thou shalt gam, 

Than kid or cosset, which I thee bynempt 
Then up, I say, thou jolly shepherd swam, 

Let not my small demand be so contempt 
Cal Thenot, to that I choose thou dost me tempt, 

But ah * too well I wot my humble vem, 

And how my rhymes bene rugged and unkempt, 

Yet, as I con, my conning I wfil strain 

‘‘Up, then, Melpomene* the mournful’st Muse of nine, 
Such cause of mourning never hadst afore. 

Up, grisly ghosts * and up my rueful rhjme * 

Matter of mirth now shalt thou have no more, 

For dead she is, that mirth thee made of yore 
Dido, my dear, alas * is dead. 

Dead, and lieth wrapt in lead 
0 heavy herse * 

Let streaming tears be pour6d out in store, 

O careful verse * 

“Shepherds, thar by your flocks on Kentish downs 
abide. 

Wail ye this woeful waste of Nature’s wark, 
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Wail we the wight whose presence was our pride, 

Wail we the wight whose absence is our cark, 

The sun of all the world is dim and dark 
The earth now lacks her wonted light, 

And all we dwell in deadly night 
0 heavy herse ^ I 

Break we our pipes, that ihnlled as loud as lark, 

O careful verse ^ 

“Why do we longer live, (ah, why live we so long?) 
Whose better days Death hath shut up m woe ^ 

The fairest flower our girlond all among 
Is faded quite, and mto dust ygo 
Sing now, ye shepherds’ daughters, sing no mo 
The songs that Cohn made you m her praise. 

But into weeping turn your wanton lays 
0 heavy herse ’ 

Now is time to die Nay, time was long ygo 
O careful verse ^ 

“Whence is it, that the flow’ret of the field doth fade. 
And lieth buried long in wmter’s bale. 

Yet, soon as spring his mantle hath displayed. 

It flow’reth fresh, as it should never fail? 

But thing on earth that is of most ayail, 

As virtue’s branch and beauty’s bud, 

Reliven not for any good 
O heavy herse ' 

The branch once dead, the bud eke needs must quail, 
0 careful verse ^ 

“She, while she was, (that was, a woeful word to sa 5 m 
For beauty’s praise and pleasance had no peer. 

So well she couth the shepherds entertain 
With cakes and cracknels, and such country cheer 
Ne would she scorn the simple shepherd’s swam, 

For she would call him often heame, 

And give him curds and clotted cream 
O heavy herse * 

Als Cohn Clout she would not once disdain, 

0 careful verse ' 

“But now sike happy cheer is turned to heavy chance. 
Such pleasance now displaced by dolour’s dint 

*I>879 
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All music sleeps, where death doth lead the dance, 

And shepherds’ wonted solace is extinct 
The blue in black, the green in gray is tinct, 

The gaudy girlonds deck her grave, 

The faded flowers her corse embrave 
0 heavy herse ^ t 

Mourn now, my Mii&e, now mourn with tears besprmt, 
0 careful verse ^ 

‘*0 thou great shepherd, Lobbin, how great is thy gnef ^ 
Where bene the nosegays that she dight for thee? 

The coloured chaplets wrought with a chief, 

The knotted rush-nngs, and gilt rosemary^ 

For she deemed nothing too dear for thee 
Ah* they bene all yclad in clay. 

One bitter blast blew all away 
0 heavy herse * 

Thereof nought remains but the memory, 

0 careful verse * 

*‘Ay me* that dreary Death should strike so mortal 
stroke. 

That can undo Dame Nature’s kindly course , 

The faded locks fall from the lofty oak, 

The floods do gasp, for dn6d is their source. 

And floods of tears flow in their stead perforce 
The mantled meadows mourn. 

Their sundry colours turn 
0 heavy herse* 

The heavens do melt m tears without remorse, 

0 careful verse* 

^‘The feeble flocks m field refuse their former food. 
And hang their heads as they would learn to weep, 
The beasts m forest wail as they were wood. 

Except the wolves, that chase the wand’nng sheep, 
Now she is gone that safely did hem keep 
The turtle on the bar6d branch 
Laments the wound that Death did launch 
0 heavy herse ^ 

And Philomel her song with tears doth steep, 

0 careful verse * 
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“The water nymphs, that wont with her to smg and 
dance, 

And for her girlond olive branches bear, 

Now baleful boughs of cjrpress doen advance. 

The Muses, that were wont green bays to wear, 

Now bringen bitter elder branches sere. 

The fatal sisters eke rej^nt 
Her vital thread so soon was spent 
O heavy herse f 

Mourn now, my Muse, now mourn with heavy cheer, 

O careful verse * 

“0* trustless state of earthly things, and slipper hope 
Of mortal men, that swink and sweat for nought, 

And, shooting wide, do miss the marked scope , 

Now have I learned (a lesson dearly bought) 

That ms on earth assurance to be sought. 

For what might be in earthly mould. 

That did her buried body hold 
O heavy herse f 

Yet saw I on the bier when it was brought, 

0 careful verse ^ 

“But maugre Death, and dreaded sisters’ deadly spite. 
And gates of hell, and fiery funes’ force. 

She hath the bonds broke of eternal night, 

Her soul unbodied of the burdenous corse 
Why then weeps Lobbm so without remorse^ 

Q Lob * thy loss no longer lament. 

Dido nis dead, but mto heaven hent 
0 happy herse * 

Cease now, my Muse, now cease thy sorrow’s source , 

0 joyful verse' 

“Why wail we then? why weary we the gods with 
plaints. 

As if some evil were to her betight? 

She reigns a goddess now among the saints. 

That whilom was the samt of shepherds’ light, 

And IS installed now in heaven’s height 

1 see thee, blessed soul, I see 
Walk in Elysian fields so free 
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0 happy herse ^ 

Might I once come to thee (0 that I might ’) , 

0 joyful verse ^ 

“ Unwise and wretched men^ to weet what^s good or ill. 
We deem of death as doom of ill desert, 

But knew we, fool^ what it us brings until, 

Die would we daily, once it to expert * 

No danger there the shepherd can astert, 

Fair fields and pleasant lays there bene , 

The fields aye fresh, the grass aye green 
0 happy herse ^ 

Make haste, ye shepherds, thither to revert 
0 joyful verse * 

‘‘Dido is gone afore (whose turn shall be the next^), 
There lives she with the blessed gods in bliss. 

There drmks she nectar with ambrosia mixt, 

And joys enjoys that mortal men do miss 
The honour now of highest gods she is. 

That whilom was poor shepherds’ pride, 

While here on earth she did abide 
0 happy herse * 

Cease now, my song, my woe now wasted is , 

0 joyful verse * ” 

The Ay, frank shepherd, how bene thy verses meint 
With doleful pleasance, so as I ne wot 
Whether rejoice or weep for great constraint ^ 

Thine be the cosset, well hast thou it got 
Up, Cohn up* enough thou mourn6d hast, 

Now gins to mizzle, hie we homeward fast 

Colin’s emblem 
La mort ny mord 


GLOSS 

Joutssance, mirth 
Sovenance, remembrance 
Hery, honour 

Walked, shortened or impaired As the moon being in the wane 
IS said of Lydgate to welk 

In lowly lay, according to the season of the month November, 
when the sun draweth low in the south toward his tropic or return 
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Xn Ftsh*s hash, the sun reigneth, that is, in the sign Pisces all 
November a hask is a wicker pad, wherein they use to carry fish 
VirelaySf a light kind of song 

B& watered, for it is a saying of poets, that they have drunk of the 
Muses well Castahas, whereof was before suf&ciently said 
Dreariment, dreary and heavy cheer 

The great shepherd is some man of high degree and not, as some 
vainly suppose, God Pan The person both of the shepherd and of 
Dido IS unknown, and closely buried in the author’s conceit But 
out of doubt I am, that it is not Rosahnd, as some imagine for he 
speaketh soon after of her also 
Shene, fair and shining 
May, for maid 
Teen, sorrow ' 

Guerdon, reward 
Bynempt, bequeathed 

Cosset, a lamb brought up without the dam 
Unkempt, incompti Not combed, that is, rude and unhandsome 
Melpomene, the sad and wailful Muse, used of poets in honour 
of tragedies as saith Virgil Melpomene tragico proclamat moesta 
boatu ’ 

Up gnsly ghosts, the manner of tragical poets, to call for help 
of furies, and damned ghosts so is Hecuba of Eunpides and Tantalus 
brought in of Seneca And the rest of the rest 
Herse is the solemn obsequy in funerals 
Waste of, decay of so beautaful a piece 
Cark, care 

Ah why, an elegant epanorthosis, as also soon after nay, time was 
long ago 

Floweret a diminutive for a little flower This is a notable and 
sententious comparison, a minore ad majus 

Rehven not, live not again, s not in their earthly bodies for in 
heaven they enjoy their due reward 

The branch He meaneth Dido, who being as it were the main 
branch now withered, the buds, that is, beauty, (as he said afore) 
can no more flourish 

With cakes, fit for shepherds’ banquets 
Heame, for home, after the northern pronouncing 
Ttnct, dyed or stained 

The gaudy The meamng is, that the things which were the orna- 
ments of her hfe are made the honour of her funeral, as is used in 
bunals 

Bobbin, the name of a shepherd, which seemeth to have been the 
lover and dear fnend of Dido 
Rush-nngs, agreeable for such base gifts 

Faded lochs, dned leaves As if Nature herself bewailed the 
death of the maid 
Source, spnng 

Mantled me^ows, for the sundry flowers are like a mantle or 
coverlet wrought with many colours 
Philomel, the nightingale whom the poets feign once to have been 
a lady of great beauty, till, bemg ravished by her sister’s husband. 
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she desired to be turned into a bird of her name, whose complaints 
be very well set forth of Ma George Gascoigne, a witty gentleman, 
and the very chief of our late rhymers, who, and if some parts of 
learmng wanted not, (albe it is well known he altogether wanted 
not learmng) no doubt would have attained to the excellency of those 
famous poets For gifts of wit and natural promptness appear in 
him abundantly 

Cypress, used of the old Pa^iffums in the furmshing of their funeral 
pomp, and properly the sign of all sorrow and heaviness 

The fatal ststers, Clotho, Lachesis, and Atropos, daughters of 
Herebus and the Night, whom the poets feign to spm the life of man, 
as it were a long thread, which they draw out in length, till his fatal 
hour and timely death be come but if by other casualty his days 
be abridged, then one of them, that is, Atropos, is said to have cut 
the thread in twain Hereof cometh a common verse ^ 

'Xlotho colum bajulat, Lachesis trahit, Atropos occat ** 

0 trustless a gallant exclamation, morahzed with great wisdom, 
and passionate with great affection 

Bier, a frame, whereon they use to lay the dead corse 

Furies, of poets are feigned to be three, Persephone Alecto and 
Megaera, which are said to be the authors of all evil and mischief 

Eternal night is death or darkness of hell 

Betight, happened 

1 see, a hvely icon or representation, as if he saw her in heaven 
present 

Ely Sian fields be devised of poets to be a place of pleasure hke 
Paradise, where the happy souls do rest in peace and eternal 
happmess 

Die would, the very express saying of Plato in Fhcedone 

Asiert, befall unawares 

Nectar and ambrosia, be feigned to be the dnnk and food of the 
gods ambrosia they liken to manna in Scripture and nectar to be 
white hke cream, whereof is a proper tale of Hebe that spilt a cup 
of it, and stained the heavens, as yet appeareth But I have already 
discoursed that at large in my commentary upon the Dreams of the 
same author 

Meint mingled 


EMBLEM 

Which is as much to say, as Death biteth not For although by 
course of nature we be born to die, and being ripened with age, as 
with a timely harvest, we must be gathered in time, or else of our 
selves we fall like rotted npe fruit from the tree yet death is not to 
be counted for evd, nor (as the poet said a little before) as doom of 
ill desert For though the trespass of the first man brought death 
into the world, as the guerdon of sin, yet being overcome by the 
death of one that died for all it is now made (as Chaucer saitji) the 
green pathway to life So that it agreeth well with that was said, 
that Death biteth not, that is, hurteth not at all 
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DECEMBER 

iEGLOGA DUODECIMA ARGUMENT 

This cBglogue [even as the first began) is ended with a complaint of 
Cohn to God Pan whereint as is^ry of his former ways, he pro- 
portioneth his life to the four seasons of the year, comparing his 
youth to the spring time, when he was fresh and free from love*s 
folly His manhood to the summer which he saith was consumed 
with great heat and excessive drouth, caused through a comet or 
blazing star, by which he meaneth love, which passion is commonly 
compared to such flames and immoderate heat His riper years 
he resembleth to an unseasonable harvest, wherein the fruits fall 
ere they he ripe His latter age to winter* s chill and frosty season, 
now drawing near to his last end 

The gentle shepherd sat beside a spring. 

All in the shadow of a bushy brere, 

That Colin hight, which well could pipe and sing, 

For he of Tit 3 nrus his songs did lere 
There, as he sat in secret shade alone. 

Thus gan he make of love his piteous moan 

0 sovereign Pan ^ thou god of shepherds all, 

Which of our tender lambkins takest keep. 

And, when our flocks into mischance mought fall. 

Dost save from mischief the unwary sheep 

Als of their masters hast no less regard 

Than of the flocks, which thou dost watch and ward 

“I thee beseech (so be thou deign to hear 
Rude ditties, tuned to shepherd’s oaten reed, 

Or if I ever sonnet sung so clear. 

As It with pleasance mought thy fancy feed) 

Hearken awhile, from thy green cabinet. 

The rural song of careful Colmet 

“Whilom m youth, when flowered my joyful spring, 
Like swallow swift I wand’red here and there. 

For heat of heedless lust me so did sting, 

That I of doubted danger had no fear 

1 went the wasteful woods and forest wide, 
Withouten dread of wolves to bene espied 



96 THE SHEPHERD'S CALENDAR 

I wont to range amid the mazy thicket, 

And gather nuts to make me Christmas game, 
And joy4d oft to chase the trembling pricket, 

Or hunt the heartless hare till she were tame 
What recked I of wintry age's wasted — 

Then deemed I m^ sprmg would ever last 

*'How often have I scaled the craggy oak, 

All to dislodge the raven of her nest ? 

How have I wean6d with many a stroke 
The stately walnut-tree, the while the rest 
Under the tree fell all for nuts at strife? 

For ylike to me was liberty and life 

*‘And for I was m thilk same looser years, 
(Whether the Muse so wrought me from my birth, 
Or I too much believed my shepherd peers,) 
Somedeal ybent to song and music's mirth, 

A good old shepherd, Wrenock was his name. 
Made me by art more cunning m the same 

^‘From thence I durst in derrmg-do compare 
With shepherd's swam whatever fed in field, 

And, if that Hobbmol right judgement bear, 

To Pan his own self pipe I need not yield 
For, if the flocking nymphs did follow Pan, 

The wiser Muses after Cohn ran 

^‘But, ah^ such pnde at length was ill repaid 
The shepherds' god (perdie god was he none) 

My hurtless pleasance did me ill upbraid. 

My freedom lorn, my life he left to moan 
Love they him called that gave me checkmate 
But better mought they have behote him Hate, 

^‘Then gan my lovely sprmg bid me farewell, 

And summer season sped him to display 
(For love then m the Lion's house did dwell) 

The ragmg fire that kindled at his ray 
A comet stirred up that unkmdly heat. 

That reignM (as men said) m Venus' seat 

Forth was I led, not as I wont afore. 

When choice I had to choose my wand'nng way. 
But whither luck and love's unbndled lore 
Would lead me forth on Fancy's bit to play 
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The bush^my bed, the bramble was my bower, 

The woods can witness many a woeful stour 

Where I was wont to seek the honey bee, 

Working her formal rooms m waxen frame. 

The grisly toad-stool grown there mought I see, 

And loathed paddocks loi^ing on the same 
And where the chanting birds lulled me asleep, 

The ghastly owl her grievous mn doth keep 

‘^Then as the spring gives place to elder time, 

And bringeth forth the fruit of summer's pride. 

Also my age, now passed youngthly prime, 

To things of nper season self applied, 

And learned of lighter timber cotes to frame. 

Such as might save my sheep and me from shame 

“To make fine cages for the mghtmgale. 

And baskets of bulrushes, was my wont 
Who to entrap the fish in winding sale 
Was better seen, or hurtful beasts to hont^ 

I learned als the signs of heaven to ken. 

How Phoebe fails, where Venus sits, and when 

“And tri6d time yet taught me greater things. 

The sudden rising of the raging seas, 

The sooth of birds by beating of their wings, 

The power of herbs, both which can hurt and ease, 
And which be wont t' enrage the restless sheep. 

And which be wont to work eternal sleep 

“But, ah^ unwise and witless Cohn Clout, 

That kidst the hidden kinds of many a weed, 

Yet kidst not e'en to cure thy sore heart-root. 

Whose rankling wound as yet does nfely bleed 
Why livest thou still, and yet hast thy death's wound ? 
Why diest thou still, and yet alive art founds 

“Thus is my summer worn away and wasted. 

Thus is my harvest hastened all too rath. 

The ear that budded fair is burnt and blasted, 

And all my hop6d gain xs turned to scath 
Of all the seed that m my youth was sown 
Was nought but brakes and brambles to be mown 
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“My boughs with bloosmes that crowned were at firsts 
And promised of timely fruit such store. 

Are left both bare and barren now at erst, 

The flatt^nng fruit is fallen to ground before, 

And rotted ere they were half mellow ripe. 

My harvest waste, my hope away did wipe 

“The fragrant flowers, that in my garden grew, 

Bene withered, as they had been gathered long. 

Their roots bene dned up for lack of dew, 

Yet dewed with tears they han be ever among 
Ah I who has wrought my Rosalind this spite. 

To spill the flowers that should her girlond dight^ 

“And I, that whilom wont to frame my pipe 
Unto the shiftmg of the shepherd’s foot, 

Sike follies now have gathered as too ripe. 

And cast hem out as rotten and unsoot 
The looser lass I cast to please no more, 

One if I please, enough is me therefore 

“And thus of all my harvest-hope I have 
Nought reaped but a weedy crop of care, 

Which, when I thought have thresht m swellmg sheave. 
Cockle for com, and chaff for barley, bare 
Soon as the ^afl should m the fan be fined. 

All was blown away of the wavermg wind 

“So now my year draws to his latter term. 

My spnng is spent, my summer burnt up quite, 

My harvest hastes to stir up winter stem, 

And bids him claim with rigorous rage his nght 
So now he storms with many a sturdy stour, 

So now his blust’nng blast each coast doth scour 

“The careful cold hath nipt my rugged nnd, 

And in my face deep furrows eld hath pight 
My head besprent with hoary frost I find. 

And by mine eye the crow his claw doth write 
Delight is laid abed, and pleasure past, 

No sun now shines, clouds han all overcast 

“Now leave, ye shepherds’ boys, your merry glee, 

My Muse is hoarse and weary of this stound. 
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Here will I hang my pipe upon this tree 
Was never pipe of reed did better sound 
Winter is come that blows the bitter blast, 
And after winter dreary death does haste 

“ Gather together ye my little flock. 

My little flock, that was me so lief, 

Let me, ah ’ let me in your folds ye lock, 

Ere the breme winter breed you greater gnef 
Winter is come, that blows the baleful breath, 
And after winter cometh timely death 

‘‘Adieu, delights, that lulled me asleep, 

Adieu, my dear, whose love I bought so dear, 
Adieu, my little lambs and loved sheep, 

Adieu, ye woods, that oft my witness were 
Adieu, good Hobbinol, that was so true 
Tell Rosalind, her Colin bids her adieu 

COLIN’S EMBLEM 

Vtvitur tngenio ccstera mortis erunU 


GLOSS 

T^tyrus Chaucer as hath been oft said 

Lamhhtns, young lambs 

Als of their seemeth to express Virgil's verse 

‘*Pan curat oves oviumque magistros ” 

Deign, vouchsafe 

Cabinet Colinet, diminutives 

Mazy for they be like to a maze whence it is hard to get out again 
Peers, fellows and companions 

Music, that IS poetry, as Terence saith, ‘*Qui artem tractant 
musicam," speakmg of poets 
Derring-do aforesaid 

Lion*s house He imagineth simply that Cupid, which is love, had 
his abode in the hot sign Leo, which is in the midst of summer, a 
pretty allegory, whereof the meanmg is, that love in him wrought 
an extraordinary heat of lust 
His ray, which is Cupid's beam or flames of love 
A comet, a blazmg star, meant of beauty, which was the cause 
of his hot love 

Venus, the goddess of beauty or pleasure Also a sign in heaven 
as it IS here taken So he meaneth that beauty, which hath always 
aspect to Venus, was the cause of his unquietness m love 
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Where I was A fine description of the change of his life and liking, 
for all things now seemed to him to have altered their kindly course 
Lording Spoken after the manner of paddocks and frogs sitting, 
which is indeed lordly, not removing nor looking once aside, unless 
they be stirred 

Then as The second part, that is his manhood 
Cotes, sheepcotes, for such be the exercises of shepherds 
Sale, or sallow, a kind of wcjjpd like willow, fit to wreath and bind 
in leaps to catch fish withal 

Phoebe fails, the echpse of the moon which is always in Cauda, 
or Capite Dracoms signs in heaven 

Venus, s Venus star, otherwise called Hesperus and Vesper, and 
Lucifer, both because he seemeth to be one of the brightest stars 
and also first nseth, and setteth last All which skill in stars being 
convenient for shepherds to know Theocritus and the rest use 
Raging seas The cause of the swelhng and ebbing of the sea 
Cometh of the course of the moon, sometimes increasing, sometimes 
wamng and decreasing 

Sooth of birds, a kind of soothsaying used in elder times which 
they gathered by the flying of birds first (as is said) invented by 
the Tuscans and from them derived to the Romans who, as it is 
said in Livy, were so superstitiously rooted m the same that they 
agreed that every nobleman should put his son to the Tuscans, by 
them to be brought up in that knowledge 

Of herbs That wondrous things be wrought by herbs as well 
appeareth by the common working of them in our bodies as also by 
the wonderful enchantments and sorcenes that have been wrought 
by them, insomuch that it is said that Circe, a famous sorceress, 
turned men into sundry kmds of beasts and monsters, and only by 
herbs as the poet saith 

"'Dea sseva potentibus herbis,*' &c 
Kidst, knewest 
Ear, of com 
Scath, loss hindrance 

The fragrant flowers, sundry studies and laudable parts of learning, 
wherein our poet is seen, be they witness which are pnvy to this 
study 

Ever among, ever and anon 

Thus IS my The third part, wherein is set forth his npe years as 
an untimely harvest that bnngeth little fruit 

So now my year The last part, wherein is described his age, by 
comparison of wintry storms 

Careful cold, for care is said to cool the blood 
G/i^Jonirth 

Hoaf^fi&ost, a metaphor of hoary hairs scattered hke to a gray frost 
Breme,Bb3iXp and bitter 

Adieu deUghts, is a conclusion of all where in six verses he compre- 
hendeth briefly all that was touched in this book In the first 
verse his dehghts of youth generally in the second, the love of 
Rosahnd m the third, the keeping of sheep, which is the argument 
of all the aeglogues in the fourth, his complaints and in the last two, 
his professed fnendship and good will to his good fnend Hobbinol 
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The meaning whereof is, that all things pensh and come to their 
last end, but works of learned wits and monuments of poetry abide 
for ever And therefore Horace of his Odes, a work though full 
indeed of great wit and learning yet of no so great weight and 
importance, boldly saith, 

“Exegi mommentum asr^perenmus. 

Quod nec imber edax, nec aquilo vorax,*' &c 

Therefore let not be envied, that this poet in his epilogue saith, 
he hath made a calendar that shall endure as long as time, &c , 
following the ensample of Horace and Ovid m the hke 

Grande opus exegi quod nec Jovis ira, nec ignis, 

Nec ferum potent nec edax abolere vetustas ” &c 

Lol I have made a calendar for every year ^ 

That steel %n strength, and time in durance, shall outwear, 
And, tf 1 marked well the starres revolution. 

It shcdl continue till the world! s dissolution, 

To teach the ruder shefherd how to feed his sheep. 

And from the falser^ s fraud his folded flock to keep 

Go, little calendar! thou hast a free passport, 

Go hut a lowly gate amongst the meaner sort 
Dare not to match thy pipe with Tityrus his style, 

Nor with the Pilgrim that the Ploughman played awhile, 
But follow them far off, and their high steps ^ore 
The better please, the worse despise, I ask no more 
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COMPLAINTS 

CONTAINING SUNDRY SMALL POEMS 

OF THE 

WORLD’S VANITY 

WHEREOF THE NEXT PAGE MAKETH MENTION 


BY ED SP 



A NOTE OF THE SUNDRY POEMS CONTAINED 
IN THIS VOLUME 

1 The Rums of ^tme 

2 The Tears of ihe Muses 

3 VtrgtVs Gnat 

4 Prosopopota, or Mother Hubbard s Tale 

5 The Rums of Rome by Bellay 

6 Mmopotmos, or The Tale of the Butterfly 

7 Vtstons of the World's Vamty 

8 Bellay's Visions 

9 Petrarch's Vtstons 


THE PRINTER TO THE GENTLE READER 

Since my late setting forth of the Faerie Queene, finding that it 
hath found a favourable passage amongst you, I have sithence 
endeavoured by all good means (for the better increase and accom- 
phshment of your dehghts,) to get into my hands such small poems 
of the same author’s, as I heard were dispersed abroad in sundry 
hands, and not easy to be come by, by himself, some of them having 
been diversly embezzled and purloined from him since his departure 
over sea Of the which I have by good means, gathered together 
these few parcels present, which I have caused to be imprinted 
altogether, for that they all seem to contain like matter of argument 
in them, being all complaints and meditations of the world’s vamty, 
very grave and profitable To which effect I understand that he 
besides wrote sundry others, namely Ecclesiastes and Canticum 
Canticorum translated, A Sennight's Slumber, The Hell of Lovers, 
His Purgatory, being all dedicated to ladies so as it may seem he 
meant tiiem all to one volume Besides some other pamphlets 
loosely scattered abroad as The Dying Pelican, The Hours of the 
Lord, The Sacrifice of a Sinner, The Seven Psalms, &c , which when 
I can, either by himself or otherwise, attam to, I mean likewise for 
your favour sake to set forth In the meantime praying you gently 
to accept of these^ and graciously to entertain the new poet, I 
iake leave 
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DEDICATED TO THE RIGHT NOB]^E AND BEAUTIFUL LADY 

THE LADY MARY 

COUNTESS OF PEMBROKE 

Most honourable and bountiful Lady there be long sithens 
deep sowed in my breast the seed of most entire love and humble 
affection unto that most brave knight, your noble brother deceased, 
which, taking root, began in his hfetime somewhat to bud forth, 
and to shew themselves to him, as then in the weakness of their 
first spring and would in their nper strength (had it pleased high 
God till then to draw out his days) spired forth fruit of more per- 
fection But since God hath disdained the world of that most 
noble spirit, which was the hope of all learned men, and the patron 
of my young Muses together with him both their hope of any further 
fruit was cut off, and also the tender dehght of those their first 
blossoms mpped and quite dead Yet, sithens my late coming 
into England, some friends of mine, (which might much prevail 
with me, and indeed command me) knowing with how strait bands 
of duty I was tied to him, as also bound unto that noble house, (of 
which the chief hope then rested in him) have sought to revive them 
by upbraiding me for that I have not shewed any thankful remem- 
brance towards him or any of them but suffer their names to sleep 
in silence and forgetfulness Whom chiefly to satisfy or else to 
avoid that foul blot of unthankfulness I have conceived this small 
poem, intituled by a general name of The World* s Rmns, yet specially 
intended to the renowmng of that noble race, from which both you 
and he sprang, and to the etermzing of some of the chief of them 
late deceased The which I dedicate unto your Ladyship as whom 
it most specially concerneth, and to whom I acknowledge myself 
bounden by many singular favours and great graces I pray for 
your honourable happiness, and so humbly kiss your hands 

Your Ladyship's ever 

humbly at command, 

E S 


It chanced me one day beside the shore 
Of silver streammg Thamesis to be, 

Nigh where the goodly Verlame stood of yore, 
Of which there now remains no memory, 

Nor any little monument to see, 

By which the traveller, that fares that way, 
‘‘This once was she,” may warned be to say 
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There^ on the other side^ I did behold 
A woman sitting, sorrowfully wailing, 

Rending her yellow locks, like wiry gold 
About her shoulders carelessly down trailing. 

And streams of tears from her fair eyes forth railing 
In her right hand a broken rod she held, 

Which towards heavf n she seemed on high to weld 

Whether she were one of that river’s nymphs. 
Which did the loss of some dear love lament, 

I doubt, or one of those three fatal imps 
Which draw the days of men forth m extent, 

Or th’ ancient gemus of that city brent 
But, seeing her so piteously perplexed, 

I (to her calling) asked what her so vexed 

“Ah’ what delight” (quoth she) “m earthly thing, 
Or comfort can I, wretched creature, have^ 

Whose happmess the heavens envying, 

From highest stair to lowest step me drave. 

And have m mine own bowels made my grave, 

That of all nations now I am forlorn. 

The world’s sad spectacle, and Fortune’s scorn ” 

Much was I moved at her piteous plaint, 

And felt my heart mgh riven m my breast 
With tender ruth to see her sore constraint, 

That, shedding tears awhile, I still did rest 
And after did her name of her request, 

“Name have I none” (quoth she) “nor any bemg, 
Bereft of both by Fate’s unjust decreeing 

“ I was that city, which the garland wore 
Of Britam’s pnde, delivered unto me 
By Roman victors, which it won of yore, 

Though nought at all but rums now I be. 

And he m mme own ashes, as ye see, 

Verlame I was what boots it that I was, 

Sith now I am but weeds and wasteful grass? 

“0 vam world’s glory’ and unsteadfast state 
Of all that lives on face of sinful earth’ 

Which, from their first until their utmost date. 
Taste no one hour of happmess or mirth, 

But like as at the mgate of their birth 
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They crying creep out of their mother’s womb, 

So wailing back go to their woeful tomb 

“Why then doth flesh, a bubble-glass of breath. 
Hunt after honour and advancement vain, 

And rear a trophy for devouring death, 

With so great labour and long lasting pam, 

As if his days for ever should remain ^ 

Sith all that m this world is great or gay 
Doth as a vapour vanish, and decay 

“ Look back, who list, unto the former ages. 

And call to count what is of them become 
Where be those learned wits and antique sages. 
Which of all wisdom knew the perfect sum? 

Where those great warriors, which did overcome 
The world with conquest of their might and mam, 
And made one meare of th’ earth and of their reign? 

“What now is of th’ Assyrian Lioness, 

Of whom no footing now on earth appears ? 

What of the Persian Bear’s outrageousness. 

Whose memory is quite worn out with years. 

Who of the Grecian Leopard now aught hears, 

That overran the east with greedy power. 

And left his whelps their kmgdoms to devour? 

“And where is that same great seven-headed beast, 
That made all nations vassals of her pnde. 

To fall before her feet at her behest, 

And in the neck of all the world did ride? 

Where doth she all that wondrous wealth now hide? 
With her own weight down pressed now she hes. 

And by her heaps her hugeness testifies 

“ O Rome ^ thy rum I lament and rue. 

And m thy fall my fatal overthrow. 

That whilom was, whilst heavens with equal view 
Deigned to behold me and their gifts bestow. 

The picture of thy pride m pompous show. 

And of the whole world as thou wast the empress, 

So I of this small northern world was prmcess 
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“To tell the beauty of my buildings fair^ 

Adorned with purest gold and precious stone, 

To tell my riches, and endowments rare, 

That by my foes are now all spent and gone , 

To tell my forces, matchable to none, 

Were but lost labour, that few would believe, 

And with rehearsing iwould me more aggrieve 

“ High towers, fair temples, goodly theatres, 

Strong walls, rich porches, princely palaces, 

Large streets, brave houses, sacred sepulchres, 

Sure gates, sweet gardens, stately galleries, 
Wrought with fair pillars and fine imageries , 

All those (0 pityO now are turned to dust, 

And overgrown with black oblivion’s rust 

“Thereto for warlike power, and people’s store, 

In Britanny was none to match with me. 

That many often did able full sore, 

Ne Troynovant, though elder sister she. 

With my great forces might compared be 
That stout Pendragon to his peril felt. 

Who m a siege seven years about me dwelt 

“But long ere this, Bunduca, Bntoness, 

Her mighty host agamst my bulwarks brought, 
Bunduca, that victorious conqueress. 

That, lifting up her brave heroic thought 
’Bove woman’s weakness, with the Romans fought. 
Fought, and m field against them thrice prevailed. 
Yet was she foiled, whenas she me assailed 

“And though at last by force I conquered were 
Of hardy Saxons, and became their thrall, 

Yet was I with much bloodshed bought full dear. 
And priced with slaughter of their general. 

The monument of whose sad funeral. 

For wonder of the world, long m me lasted. 

But now to nought through spoil of time is wasted 

“Wasted it is, as if it never were, , 

And all the rest, that me so honoured made 
And of the world admired ev’rywhere. 
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Is turned to smoke, that doth to nothmg fade, 

And of that brightness now appears no shade. 

But grisly shades, such as do haunt m hell 
With fearful fiends, that m deep darkness dwell 

“Where my high steeples whilom used to stand. 

On which the lordly falcon w^nt to tower, 

There now is but an heap of lime and sand. 

For the shnek-owl to build her baleful bower 
And where the nightingale wont forth to pour 
Her restless plaints, to comfort wakeful lovers. 

There now haunt yelling mews and whming plovers 

“ And where the crystal Thamis wont to slide 
In silver channel, down along the lea, 

About whose flowery banks on either side 
A thousand nymphs, with mirthful jollity. 

Were wont to play, from all annoyance free 
There now no nver’s course is to be seen, 

But moorish fens, and marshes ever green 

“Seems, that that gentle river for great gnef 
Of my mishaps, which oft I to him plained, 

Or for to shun the hornble mischief. 

With which he saw my cruel foes me pained. 

And his pure streams with guiltless blood oft stained 
From my unhappy neighbourhood far fled. 

And his sweet waters away with him led 

“There also, where the wmged ships were seen 
In liquid waves to cut their foamy way. 

And thousand fishers numbered to have been 
In that wide lake looking for plenteous prey 
Of fish, which they with baits used to betray. 

Is now no lake, nor any fishers’ store. 

Nor ever ship shall sail there any more 

“They all are gone, and all with them is gone, 

Ne aught to me remains, but to lament 
My long decay, which no man else doth moan, 

And lAoum my fall with doleful dreanment 
Yet it is comfort in great languishment, 

To be bemoaned with compassion kind. 

And mitigates the anguish of the mind 



no 


THE RUINS OF TIME 

^'But me no man bewaileth, but in game, 

Ne sheddeth tears from lamentable eye, 

Nor any lives that mentioneth my name 
To be remembered of posterity, 

Save one that, maugre Fortune’s injury. 

And Time’s decay, and Envy’s cruel tort, 

Hath writ my record^in true-seeming sort 

“ Camden * the nourice of antiquity. 

And lantern unto late succeeding age, 

To see the light of simple verity 
Buried in rums, through the great outrage 
Of her own people led with warlike rage 
Camden * though Time all monuments obscure, 
Yet thy just labours ever shall endure 

‘‘But why (unhappy wight >) do I thus cry. 

And grieve that my remembrance quite is rased 
Out of the knowledge of posterity. 

And all my antique monuments defaced^ 

Sith I do daily see things highest placed, 

So soon as Fates their vital thread have shorn. 
Forgotten quite as they were never born 

“ It is not long, smce these two eyes beheld 
A mighty prmce, of most renowned race. 

Whom England high in count of honour held, 
And greatest ones did sue to gam his grace. 

Of greatest ones he, greatest m his place. 

Sate m the bosom of his sovereign, 

And Right and loyal did his word mamtain 

“ I saw him die, I saw him die, as one 
Of the mean people, and brought forth on bier, 
I saw him die, and no man left to moan 
His doleful fate, that late him lov6d dear 
Scarce any left to close his eyelids near. 

Scarce any left upon his lips to lay 
The sacred sod, or requiem to say 

“O* trustless state of miserable men, 

That build your bliss on hope of earthly thiiig, 
And vainly think yourselves half happy then, 
When painted faces with smooth flattenng 
Do fawn on you, and your wide praises sing, 
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And, when the courting masker louteth low, 

Him true m heart and trusty to you trow 

All IS but feigned, and with ochre dyed. 

That every shower will wash and wipe away, 

Ail things do change that under heaven abide. 

And after death all friendship doth decay 
Therefore, whatever man bear’st worldly sway, 
Livmg, on God, and on thyself rely. 

For, when thou diest, all shall with thee die 

**He now is dead, and all is with him dead. 

Save what in heaven’s storehouse he uplaid 
His hope IS failed, and come to pass his dread. 

And evil men, now dead, his deeds upbraid 
Spite bites the dead, that hving never bayed 
He now is gone, the whiles the fox is crept 
Into the hole, the which the badger swept 

“He now is dead, and all his glory gone, 

And all his greatness vapoured to nought, 

That as a glass upon the water shone. 

Which vanished quite, so soon as it was sought 
His name is worn already out of thought, 

Ne any poet seeks him to revive. 

Yet many poets honoured him alive 

“Ne doth his Cohn, careless Cohn Clout, 

Care now his idle bagpipe up to raise, 

Ne tell his sorrow to the hst’nmg rout 
Of shepherd grooms, which wont his songs to praise 
Praise whoso list, yet I will him dispraise. 

Until he quite him of this guilty blame 

Wake, shepherd’s boy, at length awake for shame f 

“And whoso else did goodness by him gam, 

And whoso else his bounteous mind did try. 
Whether he shepherd be, or shepherd’s swam, 

(For many did, which do it now deny,) 

Awake, and to his song a part apply 
And I, the whilst you mourn for his decease, 

Will with my mourning plamts your plamt mcrease 
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‘‘He died, and after him his brother died. 

His bi other prince, his brother noble peer, 

That whilst he liv6d was of none envide, 

And dead is now, as living, counted dear, 

Dear unto all that true affection bear 
But unto thee most dear, 0 dearest dame ' 

His noble spouse, and paragon of fame 

“He, whilst he hved, happy was through thee. 
And, being dead, is happy now much more, 
Living, that hnk6d chanced with thee to be. 

And dead, because him dead thou dost adore 
As living, and thy lost dear love deplore 
So whilst that thou, fair flower of chastity, 

Dost live, by thee thy lord shall never die 

“Thy lord shall never die, the whiles this verse 
Shall live, and surely it shall live for ever 
For ever it shall hve, and shall rehearse 
His worthy praise, and virtues dying never, 
Though death his soul do from his body sever. 
And thou thyself herein shalt also live 
-Such grace the heavens do to my verses give 

“Ne shall his sister, ne thy father die, 

Thy father, that good earl of rare renown, 

And noble patron of weak poverty, 

Whose great good deeds, m country and in town. 
Have purchased him m heaven an happy crown, 
Where he now liveth in eternal bliss. 

And left his son t’ ensue those steps of his 

“He, noble bud, his grandsire^s lively heir, 

Under the shadow of thy countenance 
Now gms to shoot up fast, and flourish fair 
In learned arts, and goodly governance, 

That him to highest honour shall advance 
Brave imp of Bedford ^ grow apace in bounty, 
And count of wisdom more than of thy county 

“Ne may I let thy husband’s sister die, 

That goodly lady, sith she eke did spring 
Out of his stock and famous family. 
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Whose praises I to future age do sing, 

And forth out of her happy womb did bring 
The sacred brood of learning and all honour, 

In whom the heavens poured all their gifts upon her 

‘‘Most gentle spirit, breathed from above 
Out of the bosom of the Maker’s bliss, 

In whom all bounty and all virtuous love 
Appeared in their native properties, 

And did enrich that noble breast of his 
With treasure passing all this worldes worth. 

Worthy of heaven itself, which brought it forth 

“His blessed spirit, full of power divine 
And influence of all celestial grace, 

Loathmg this sinful earth and earthly slime, 

Fled back too soon unto his native place. 

Too soon for all that did his love embrace. 

Too soon for all this wretched world, whom he 
Robbed of all right and true nobility 

“Yet, ere his happy soul to heaven went 
Out of this fleshly gaol, he did devise 
Unto his heavenly Maker to present 
His body, as a spotless sacrifice. 

And chose that guilty hands of enemies > 

Should pour forth th’ ofFrmg of his guiltless blood 
So life exchanging for his country’s good 

“ 0 noble spirit ^ live there ever blessed. 

The world’s late wonder, and the heaven’s new joy , 
Live ever there, and leave me here distressed 
With mortal cares and cumbrous world’s annoy ^ 
But, where thou dost that happiness enjoy. 

Bid me, 0 * bid me quickly come to thee. 

That happy there I may thee always see 

“Yet, whilst the Fates afford me vital breath, 

I will It spend in speaking of thy praise. 

And sing to thee, until that timely death 
By Heaven’s doom do end my earthly days 
Thereto do thou my humble spirit raise. 

And into me that sacred breath inspire. 

Which thou there breathest perfect and aatire 
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‘'Then will I sing but who can better sing 
Than thine own sister^ peerless lady bright, 

Which to thee sings with deep heart’s sorrowing, 
Sorrowing tempered with dear delight. 

That her to hear I feel my feeble spnte 
Robbed of sense, and ravished with joy 
0 sad joy, made of me^ummg and annoy* 

“Yet will I sing but who can better sing 
Than thou thyself, thine own self’s valiance, 

That, whilst thou livedst, madest the forests ring. 
And fields resound, and flocks to leap and dance, 
And shepherds leave their lambs unto mischance. 
To run thy shnll Arcadian pipe to hear 
0, happy were those days, thrice happy were * 

“But now, more happy thou, and wretched we 
Which want the wonted sweetness of thy voice, 
Whiles thou, now in Elysian fields so free. 

With Orpheus, and with Lmus, and the choice 
Of all that ever did in rhymes rejoice, 

Conversest, and dost hear their heavenly lays. 

And they hear thme, and thme do better praise 

“So there thou hvest, smgmg evermore, 

And here thou hvest, bemg ever song 
Of us, which livmg lov6d thee afore, 

And now thee worship ’mongst that blessed throng 
Of heavenly poets and heroes strong 
So thou both here and there immortal art, 

And eveiywhere through excellent desart 

“But such as neither of themselves can sing, 

Nor yet are sung of others for reward, 

Die in obscure obhvion, as the thing 
Which never was, ne ever with regard 
Their names shall of the later age be heard, 

But shall m rusty darkness ever he, 

Unless they mentioned be with mfamy 

“ What booteth it to have been rich alive ^ 

What to be great? what to be gracious? 

When after death no token doth survive 
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Of former being in this mortal house. 

But sleeps in dust, dead and inglorious, 

Like beast whose breath but m his nostrils is, 
And hath no hope of happiness or bliss 

‘‘How many great ones may remembered be, 
Which in their days most l^mously did flourish. 
Of whom no word we hear, nor sign now see. 

But as things wiped out with a sponge to perish. 
Because they hvmg cared not to chensh 
No gentle wits, through pride or covetise. 

Which might their names for ever memorize 

“ Provide therefore (ye princes) whilst ye live, 
That of the Muses ye may friended be. 

Which unto men eternity do give. 

For they be daughters of Dame Memory 
And Jove, the father of eternity. 

And do those men in golden thrones repose, 
Whose merits they to glorify do choose 

“The sevenfold iron gates of gnsly hell. 

And hornd house of sad Proserpma, 

They able are with power of mighty spell 
To break, and thence the souls to bring away 
Out of dread darkness to eternal day, 

And them immortal make, which else would die 
In foul forgetfulness, and nameless he 

“So whilom raised they the puissant brood 
Of golden girt Alcmena, for great ment. 

Out of the dust, to which the OEtaean wood 
Had him consumed, and spent his vital spint, 

To highest heaven, where now he doth inherit 
All happmess in Hebe's silver bower, 

Chosen to be her dearest paramour 

“So raised they eke fair Leda's warlike twins, 
And mterchang^d life unto them lent. 

That, when th' one dies, th' other then begms 
To shew in heaven his bnghtness orient, 

And they, for pity of the sad waym^nt 
Which Orpheus for Eurydice did make 
Her back agam to life sent for his sake 
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‘‘So happy are they, and so fortunate, 

Whom the Pienan sacred sisters love. 

That freed from bands of impacable fate. 

And power of death, they live for aye above, 

Where mortal wrecks their bliss may not remove. 
But with the gods, for former virtues’ meed. 

On nectar and ambros*^ do feed 

“For deeds do die, however nobly done. 

And thoughts of men do as themselves decay. 

But wise words, taught m numbers for to run. 
Recorded by the Muses, live for aye, 

Ne may with storming showers be washed away, 

Ne bitter-breathmg winds with harmful blast. 

Nor age, nor envy, shall them ever waste 

“In vain do earthly princes, then, in vain, 

Seek with pyramides to heaven aspired. 

Or huge colosses built with costly pain. 

Or brazen pillars never to be fired, 

Or shnnes made of the metal most desired. 

To make their memones for ever live, 

For how can mortal immortality give^ 

“Such one Mausolus made, the world’s great wonder. 
But now no remnant doth thereof remain 
Such one Marcellus, but was tom with thunder 
Such one Lysippus, but is worn with rain 
Such one King Edmond, but was rent for gam 
All such vain monuments of earthly mass. 

Devoured of Time, m time to nought do pass 

“But Fame with golden wings aloft doth fly, 

Above the reach of ruinous decay. 

And with brave plumes doth beat the azure sky, 
Admired of base-born men from far away 
Then, whoso will with virtuous deeds assay 
To mount to heaven, on Pegasus must ride, 

And with sweet poets’ verse be glorified 

“For not to have been dipt m Lethe lake, 

Could save the son of Thetis from to die, 

But that blind bard did him immortal make 
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With verseSj dipt m dew of Castaly, 

Which made the eastern conqueror to cry^ 

0 fortunate young man, whose virtue found 
So brave a trump, thy noble acts to sound ^ 

“Therefore in this half happy I do read 
Good Mehbee, that hath a goet got 
To sing his living praises bemg dead, 

Deservmg never here to be forgot. 

In spite of envy that his deeds would spot 
Since whose decease, learning lies unregarded, 

And men of arms do wander unrewarded 

“Those two be those two great calamities. 

That long ago did grieve the noble sprite 
Of Solomon with great indignities, 

Who whilom was alive the wisest wight 
But now his wisdom is disproved quite. 

For he, that now wields aU things at his will, 

Scorns th’ one and th’ other m his deeper skill 

“O gnef of gnefs ^ O gall of all good hearts ^ 

To see that virtue should despised be 
Of him, that first was raised for virtuous parts. 

And now, broad spreading like an aged tree, 

Lets none shoot up that nigh him planted be 
0 let the man, of whom the Muse is scorned. 

Nor alive nor dead be of the Muse adorned * 

“ 0 vile world’s trust ’ that with such vam illusion 
Hath so wise men bewitcht, and overkest. 

That they see not the way of their confusion 
0 vainness f to be added to the rest, 

That do my soul with inward gnef mfest 
Let them behold the piteous fall of me. 

And m my case their own ensample see 

“And whpso else that sits m highest seat 
Of this world’s glory, worshipp6d of aU, 

Ne feareth change of Time, not Fortune’s threat, 

Let him behold the horror of my fall. 

And his own end unto remembrance call. 

That of hke ruin he may warned be, 

And in himself be moved to pity me ” 
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Thus having ended all her piteous plaint, 

With doleful shneks she vanished away, 

That I, through inward sorrow wexen faint, 

And all astonished with deep dismay, 

For her departure, had no word to say, 

But sate long time m senseless sad affright, 
Looking still, if I mighj: of her have sight 

Which^when I missed, having looked long, 

My thought returned grieved home again. 
Renewing her complaint with passion strong, 

For ruth of that same woman’s piteous pain, 
Whose words recording in my troubled brain, 

I felt such anguish wound my feeble heart. 

That frozen horror ran through every part 

So inly gneving in my groaning breast, 

And deeply musing at her doubtful speech. 

Whose meaning much I laboured forth to wrest, 
Bemg above my slender reason’s reach, 

At length, by demonstration me to teach. 

Before mme eyes strange sights presented were. 
Like tragic pageants seeming to appear 

I 

I saw an image, all of massy gold, 

Placed on high upon an altar fair. 

That all, which did the same from far behold. 
Might worship it, and fall on lowest stair 
Not that great idol might with this compare, 

To which th’ Assyrian tyrant would have made 
The holy brethren falsely to have prayed 

But th’ altar, on the which this image stayed. 

Was (0 great pity *) built of brittle clay. 

That shortly the foundation decayed, 

With showers of heaven and tempests worn away. 
Then down it fell, and low in ashes lay, 

Scorned of every one, which by it went. 

That I, It seemg, dearly did lament 

II 

Next unto this a stately tower appeared, 

Built all of richest stone that might be found, 
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And mgh unto the heavens m height upreared, 

But placed on a plot of sandy ground 

Not that great tower, which is so much renowned 

For tongues’ confusion in Holy Wnt, 

King Ninus’ work, might be compared to it 

But 6 vain labours of terrestrial wit, 

That builds so strongly on%o frail a soil. 

As with each storm does fall away, and flit, 

And gives the fruit of all your travails’ toil 
To be the prey of Time, and Fortune’s spoilt 
I saw this tower fall suddenly to dust, 

That mgh with gnef thereof my heart was brust 

III 

Then did I see a pleasant paradise, 

Full of sweet flowers and daintiest delights, 

Such as on earth man could not more devise, 

With pleasures choice to feed his cheerful sprites 
Not that, which Merlin by his magic sleights 
Made for the gentle Squire, to entertain 
His fair Belphoebe, could this garden stain 

But 0 short pleasure, bought with lasting pam f 
Why will hereafter any flesh delight 
In earthly bliss, and joy in pleasures vain, 

Since that I saw this garden wasted quite. 

That where it was scarce seemed any sight ? 

That I, which once that beauty did behold, 

Could not from tears my melting eyes withhold 

IV 

Soon after this a giant came m place, 

Of wondrous power, and of exceeding stature. 

That none durst view the horror of his face, 

Yet was he mild of speech, and meek of nature 
Not he, which in despite of his Creator 
With railing terms defied the Jewish host, 

Might with this mighty one m hugeness boast, 

For from the one he could to th’ other coast, 

Stretch his strong thighs, and th’ ocean overstnde, 

And reach his hand into his enemies’ host 
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But see the end of pomp and fleshly pride ^ 

One of his feet unwares from him did slide, 

That down he fell into the deep abyss, 

Where drowned with him is all his earthly bliss 

V 

Then did I see a bndg^ made all of gold, 

Over the sea from one to other side, 

Withouten prop or pillar it t’ uphold, 

But like the coloured rainbow arched wide 
Not that great arch, which Trajan edified, 

To be a wonder to all age ensuing. 

Was matchable to this in equal viewing 

But (ah ’) what boots it to see earthly thing 
In glory, or in greatness to excel, 

Sith Time doth greatest things to rum bring ^ 

This goodly bridge, one foot not fastened well, 

Gan fail, and all the rest down shortly fell, 

Ne of so brave a building aught remained. 

That grief thereof my spirit greatly pained 

VI 

I saw two bears, as white as any milk. 

Lying together in a mighty cave, 

Of mild aspect, and hair as soft as silk. 

That savage nature seem6d not to have. 

Nor after greedy spoil of blood to crave 

Two fairer beasts might not elsewhere be found, 

Although the compassed world were sought around 

But what can long abide above this ground 
In state of bliss, or steadfast happiness^ 

The cave, m which these bears lay sleeping sound, 
Was but earth, and with her own weightiness 
Upon them fell, and did unwares oppress , 

That, for great sorrow of their sudden fate. 
Henceforth all world’s felicity I hate 

^ Much was I troubled in my heavy sprite, 

At sight of these sad spectacles forepast, 

That all my senses were bereaved quite. 

And I m mind remained sore aghast, 

Distraught ’twixt fear and pity, when at last 
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I heard a voice^ which loudly to me called^ 

That with the sudden shrill I was appalled* 

‘‘Behold’' (said it) “and by ensample see. 

That all is vanity and grief of mind, 

Ne other comfort in this world can be. 

But hope of heaven, and heart to God inclined' 
For all the rest must needs Be left behmd*’’ 

With that It bad me, to the other side 
To cast mine eye, where other sights I spied 

I 

Upon that famous river’s further shore, 

There stood a snowy swan of heavenly hue, 

And gentle kind, as ever fowl afore 
A fairer one in all the goodly crew 
Of white Strymonian brood might no man view 
There he most sweetly sung the prophecy 
Of his own death in doleful elegy 

At last, when all his mourning melody 
He ended had, that both the shores resounded, 
Feeling the fit that him forewarned to die, 

With lofty flight above the earth he boimded, 
And out of sight to highest heaven mounted 
Where now he is become an heavenly sign, 

There now the joy is his, here sorrow mine 

II 

Whilst thus I looked, lo ^ adown the lea 
I saw an harp strung all with silver twme. 

And made of gold and costly ivory, 

Swimming, that whilom seemed to have been 
The harp on which Dan Orpheus was seen 
Wild beasts and forests after him to lead. 

But was th’ harp of Philisides now dead 

At length out of the river it was reared 
And borne above the clouds to be divmed, 

Whilst all the way most heavenly noise was heard 
Of the stnmgs, stirred with the warbling wmd. 
That wrought both joy and sorrow m my mind 
So now m heaven a sign it doth appear. 

The Harp well known beside the northern Bear 

♦ JJ879 
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III 

Soon after this I saw^ on th’ other side, 

A cunous coffer made of heben wood, 

That m it did most precious treasure hide, 

Exceedmg all this baser worldes good 
Yet through the overfiowmg of the flood 
It almost drowned wsss, and done to nought. 

That sight thereof much grieved my pensive thought 

At length, when most m penl it was brought. 

Two angels, down descendmg with swift flight. 

Out of the swelling stream it lightly caught. 

And ’twixt their blessed arms it earned quite 
Above the reach of any living sight 
So now it is transformed mto that star 
In which all heavenly treasures locked are 

IV 

Looking aside I saw a stately bed. 

Adorned all with costly cloth of gold. 

That might for any prince’s couch be red, 

And deckt with dainty flowers, as if it shold 
Be for some bride, her joyous night to hold 
Therein a goodly virgin sleepmg lay, 

A fairer wight saw never summer’s day 

I heard a voice that called far away, 

And her awaking bad her quickly dight, 

For lo ’ her bndegroom was m ready ray 
To come to her, and seek her love’s delight 
With that she started up with cheerful sight. 

When suddenly both bed and all was gone, 

And I m languor left there all alone 

V 

Still as I gazed, I beheld where stood 
A knight all armed, upon a winged steed, 

The same that bred was of Medusa’s blood. 

On which Dan Perseus, bom of heavenly seed. 

The fair Andromeda from penl freed 
Full mortally this kmght ywounded was. 

That streams of blood forth flowed on the grass. 
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Yet was he deckt (small joy to him, alas f) 

With many garlands for his victories, 

And with rich spoils, which late he did purchase 
Through brave achievements from his enemies. 
Fainting at last through long infirmities. 

He smote his steed, that straight to heaven him bore. 
And left me here his loss fo? to deplore 

VI 

Lastly I saw an ark of purest gold 
Upon a brazen pillar standing high. 

Which th’ ashes seemed of some great prince to hold, 
Enclosed therein for endless memory 
Of him, whom all the world did glonfy 
Seemed the heavens with the earth did disagree. 
Whether should of those ashes keeper be 

At last meseemed wing-footed Mercury, 

From heaven descending to appease their strife. 

The ark did bear with him above the sky, 

And to those ashes gave a second hfe, 

To live in heaven where happiness is nfe 
At which the earth did gneve exceedingly, 

And I for dole was almost like to die 

VEnvoy 

Immortal spirit of Philisides, 

Which now art made the heaven’s ornament. 

That whilom wast the worldes chief st riches, 

Give leave to him that loved thee to lament 
His loss, by lack of thee to heaven hent, 

And with last duties of this broken verse. 

Broken with sighs, to deck thy sable hearse 

And ye, fair lady, th’ honour of your days. 

And glory of the world your high thoughts scorn, 
Vouchsafe this monument of his last praise 
With some few silver-dropping tears t’ adorn. 

And as ye be of heavenly offspring bom. 

So unto heaven let your high mmd aspire, 

And loathe this dross of sinful world’s desire ’ 
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BY ED SP 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

THE LADY STRANGE 

Most brave and noble Lady, the things that make ye so much 
honoured of the world as ye be, are such as (without my simple 
lines testimony) are thoroughly known to all men namely, your 
excellent beauty, your virtuous behaviour, and your noble match 
with that most honourable Lord, the very pattern of right nobility 
But the causes for which ye have thus deserved of me to be honoured 
(if honour it be at all) are, both your particular bounties and also 
some private bands of afBlnity, wiuch it hath pleased your ladyship 
to aclmowledge Of which whenas I found myself in no part worthy, 
I devised this last slender means, both to intimate my humble 
affection to your Ladyship, and also to make the same universally 
known to the world, that by honouring you they might know me 
and bv knowing me they might honour you Vouchsafe, noble 
Lady, to accept this simple remembrance though not worthy of 
yourself, yet such as perhaps by good acceptance thereof, ye may 
hereafter cuU out a more meet and memorable evidence of your own 
excellent deserts So, recommending the same to your Ladyship's 
good liking, I humbly take leave 

Your Ladyship's humbly ever, 

ED SP 


Rehearse to me, ye sacred sisters nine. 

The golden brood of great Apollo’s wit. 

Those piteous plaints and sorrowful sad tme, 
Which late ye poured forth as ye did sit 
Beside the silver sprmgs of Helicone, 

Making your music of heart-breaking moan 

For smce the time that Phcebus’ foolish son 
Ythunder6d, through Jove’s avengeful wrath, 
For traversmg the chariot of the sun 
Beyond the compass of his ’pomted path, 

Of you, his mournful sisters, was lamented, 
Snth mournful tunes were never smce invented 
124 
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Nor since that fair Calliope did lose 
Her loved twins, the darlings of her joy, 

Her Palici, whom her unkindly foes. 

The Fatal Sisters, did for spite destroy, 

Whom all the Muses did bewail long space. 

Was ever heard such wailing in this place 

For all their groves, whicfti with the heavenly noises 
Of their sweet mstruments were wont to sound. 

And th’ hollow hills, from which their silver voices 
Were wont redoubled echoes to rebound. 

Did now rebound with nought but rueful cries, 

And yelling shrieks thrown up into the skies 

The tremblmg streams, which wont in channels clear 
To rumble gently down with murmur soft. 

And were by them right tuneful taught to bear 
A bass’s part amongst their concerts oft, 

Now, forced to overflow with brackish tears. 

With troublous noise did dull their dainty ears 

The joyous nymphs and lightfoot faenes 
Which thither came to hear their music sweet. 

And to the measure of their melodies 
Did learn to move their nimble-shiftmg feet. 

Now, hearing them so heavily lament, 

Like heavily lamenting from them went 

And all that else was wont to work delight 
Through the divine infusion of their skiU, 

And all that else seemed fair and fresh m sight, 

So made by nature for to serve their will, 

Was turned now to dismal heaviness, 

Was turned now to dreadful uglmess 

Ay me > what thing on earth, that all thing breeds. 
Might be the cause of so impatient plight? 

What fury, or what fiend with felon deeds 
Hath stirred up so mischievous despight^ 

Can gnef then enter mto heavenly hearts, 

And pierce immortal breasts with mortal smarts^ 

Vouchsafe ye then, whom only it concerns, 

To me those secret causes to display, 

For none but you, or who of you it learns, 
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Can nghtfully arede so doleful lay 
Begin^ thou eldest sister of the crew 
And let the rest m order thee ensue 

Clto Hear^ thou great father of the gods on high, 
That most art dreaded for thy thunder darts, 

And thou, our sire, that reign’st in Castaly 
And Mount Pamass^, the god of goodly arts 
Hear, and behold the miserable state 
Of us, thy daughters, doleful desolate 

Behold the foul reproach and open shame, 

The which is day by day unto us wrought 
By such as hate the honour of our name. 

The foes of learmng and each gentle thought. 

They, not contented us themselves to scorn. 

Do seek to make us of the world forlorn, 

Ne only they that dwell in lowly dust, 

The sons of darkness and of ignorance. 

But they, whom thou, great Jove, by doom unjust 
Didst to the type of honour erst advance 
They now, puft up with sdeignful insolence, 

Despise the brood of blessed sapience 

The sectaries of my celestial skill. 

That wont to be the world’s chief ornament. 

And learned imps that wont to shoot up still. 

And grow to height of kmgdom’s government, 

They underkeep, and with their spreading arms 
Do beat their buds, that perish through their harms 

It most behoves the honourable race 
Of mighty peers true wisdom to sustam, 

And with their noble countenance to grace 
The learned foreheads, without gifts or gain, 

Or rather leam’d themselves behoves to be. 

That IS the garland of nobility 

But (ah *) all otherwise they do esteem 
Of th’ heavenly gift of wisdom’s mfiuence, 

And to be learned it a base thing deem 
Base-minded they that want intelligence, 

For God himself for wisdom most is praised, 

And men to God thereby are nighest raised 
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But they do only strive themselves to raise 
Through pompous pride, and foolish vanity 
In th’ eyes of people they put all their praise, 

And only boast of arms and ancestry 
But virtuous deeds, which did those arms first give 
To their grandsires, they care not to achieve 

So I, that do all noble feats profess 
To register, and sound in trump of gold. 

Through their bad doings, or base slothfulness, 
Fmd nothing worthy to be wnt, or told, 

For better far it were to hide their names, 

Than telling them to blazon out their blames 

So shall succeeding ages have no light 
Of thmgs forepasl^ nor monuments of time. 

And all that in this world is worthy hight 
Shall die in darkness, and he hid in slime 
Therefore I mourn with deep heart’s sorrowmg. 
Because I nothing noble have to smg 

With that she rained such store of streaming tears. 
That could have made a stony heart to weep, 

And all her sisters rent their golden hairs. 

And their fair faces with salt humour steep 
So ended she, and then the next anew. 

Began her grievous plamt as doth ensue 

Melpomene 0 ’ who shall pour into my swollen eyes 
A sea of tears that never may be dned, 

A brazen voice that may with shnllmg cries 
Pierce the dull heavens and fill the aer wide. 

And iron sides that sighmg may endure. 

To wall the wretchedness of world impure ^ 

Ah, wretched world * the den of wickedness, 
Deformed with filth and foul imquity, 

Ah, wretched world * the house of heaviness. 

Filled with the wrecks of mortal misery. 

Ah, wretched world ’ and all that is therem. 

The vassals of God’s wrath, and slaves of sin 

Most miserable creature under sky 
Man without understandmg doth appear. 

For all this world’s affliction he thereby. 
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And Fortune’s freaks, is wisely taught to bear 
Of wretched life the only joy she is, 

And th’ only comfort m calamities 

She arms the breast with constant patience 
Against the bitter throws of dolour’s darts 
She solaceth with rules of sapience 
The gentle mmds, i£ midst of worldly smarts 
When he is sad, she seeks to make him merry, 
And doth refresh his sprites when they be weary 

But he that is of reason’s skill bereft, 

And wants the staff of wisdom him to stay, 

Is like a ship in midst of tempest left 
Withouten helm or pilot her to sway 
Full sad and dreadful is that ship’s event. 

So IS the man that wants intendiment 

Why then do foohsh men so much despise 
The precious store of this celestial riches ? 

Why do they banish us, that patronize 

The name of learnmg^ Most unhappy wretches ^ 

The which he drowned in deep wretchedness, 

Yet do not see their own unhappiness 

My part it is and my professed skill 
The stage with tragic buskm to adorn, 

And fill the scene with plaint, and outcries shrill 
Of wretched persons to misfortune born. 

But none more tragic matter I can find 
Than this, of men deprived of sense and mmd 

For all man’s life meseems a tragedy, 

Full of sad sights and sore catastrophes, 

First commg to the world with weeping eye, 
Where all his days, like dolorous trophies, 

Are heapt with spoils of fortune and of fear, 

And he at last laid forth on baleful bier 

So all with rueful spectacles is filled. 

Fit for Megaera or Persephone, 

But I that m true tragedies am skilled, 

The flower of wit, find nought to busy me 
Therefore I mourn, and pitifully moan, 

Because that moummg matter I have none 
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Then gan she woefully to wail, and wring 
Her wretched hands m lamentable wise, 

And all her sisters, thereto answering. 

Threw forth loud shrieks and dreary doleful cries 
So rested she , and then the next in rew 
Began her grievous plaint, as doth ensue 

Thaha Where be the sweet "fielights of learning’s treasure 
That wont with comic sock to beautify 
The painted theatres, and fill with pleasure 
The listeners’ eyes and ears with melody. 

In which I late was wont to reign as queen, 

And mask in mirth with graces well beseen^ 

O * all IS gone, and all that goodly glee. 

Which wont to be the glory of gay wits. 

Is laid abed, and nowhere now to see. 

And in her room unseemly Sorrow sits. 

With hollow brows and gnsly countenance, 

Marring my joyous gentle dalliance 

And him beside sits ugly Barbansm, 

And brutish Ignorance, ycrept of late 
Out of dread darkness of the deep abysm 
Where bemg bred, he light and heaven does hate 
They in the minds of men now tyrannize, 

And the fair scene with rudeness foul disguise 

All places they with folly have possest, 

And with vam toys the vulgar entertam. 

But me have bamshed, with all the rest 
That whilom wont to wait upon my tram, 

Fme Counterfeasance, and unhurtful Sport, 

Delight, and Laughter, deckt in seemly sort 

All these, and all that else the comic stage 
With seasoned wit and goodly pleasance graced, 

By which man’s life in his hkest imdge 
Was limn6d forth, are wholly now defaced. 

And those sweet wits, which wont the like to frame. 
Are now despised, and made a laughing game 

And he, the man whom Nature self had made 
To mock herself, and Truth to imitate. 

With kmdly counter under mimic shade, 



130 


THE TEARS OF THE MUSES 


Our pleasant Willy^ ah ^ is dead of late 
With whom all joy and jolly merriment 
Is also deaded, and in dolour drent 

Instead thereof scoffing Scurrility^ 

And scornful Folly with Contempt is crept^ 
Rolling in rhymes of shameless ribaldry 
Without regard^ or clue decorum kept^ 

Each idle wit at will presumes to make, 

And doth the learned’s task upon him take 

But that same gentle spirit, from whose pen 
Large streams of honey and sweet nectar flow, 
Scornmg the boldness of such base-born men, 
Which dare their follies forth so rashly throw, 
Doth rather choose to sit in idle cell, 

Than so himself to mockery to sell 

So am I made the servant of the many, 

And laughmg-stock of all that list to scorn, 

Not honoured nor cared for of any. 

But loathed of losels as a thing forlorn 
Therefore I mourn and sorrow with the rest. 
Until my cause of sorrow be redre,st 

Therewith she loudly did lament and shrike, 
Pouring forth streams of tears abundantly, 

And all her sisters, with compassion like. 

The breaches of her smgults did supply 
So rested she, and then the next in rew 
Began her grievous plaint, as doth ensue 

Euterpe Like as the darling of the summer’s pride, 
Fair Philomel, when wmter’s stormy wrath 
The goodly fields, that erst so gay were dyed 
In colours divers, quite despoiled hath, 

All comfortless doth hide her cheerless head 
Dunng the time of that her widowhead 

So we, that erst were wont in sweet accord 
All places with our pleasant notes to fill, 

Whilst favourable times did us afford 
Free liberty to chant our charms at will. 

All comfortless upon the bar^d bough. 

Like woeful culvers, do sit wailmg now 
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For far more bitter storm than winter’s stour 
The beauty of the world hath lately wasted, 

And those fresh buds, which wont so fair to flower. 
Hath marred quite, and all their blossoms blasted, 

And those young plants, which wont with fruit t’ abound. 
Now without fruit or leaves are to be found 

A stony coldness hath bei?umbed the sense 
And lively spirits of each hvmg wight, 

And dimmed with darkness their intelligence. 

Darkness more than Cimmerians’ daily night 
And monstrous error, fi3ang in the air. 

Hath marred the face of all that seemed fair 

Image of hellish horror. Ignorance, 

Bom m the bosom of the black abyss. 

And fed with furies’ milk for sustenance 
Of his weak infancy, begot amiss 
By yawmng Sloth on his own mother Night 
So he his sons both sire and brother hight 

He, armed with blmdness and with boldness stout, 

(For blind is bold) hath our fair light defaced. 

And, gathermg unto him a ragged rout 
Of fauns and satyrs, hath our dwellings rased 
And our chaste bowers, in which all virtue reigned. 
With brutishness and beastly filth hath stained 

The sacred springs of horsefoot Helicon, 

So oft bedewed with our learned lays, 

And speaking streams of pure Castalion, 

The famous witness of our wonted praise. 

They trampled have with their foul footmgs’ tread, 

And like to troubled puddles have them made 

Our pleasant groves, which planted were with pains. 
That with our music wont so oft to ring. 

And arbours sweet, m which the shepherds’ swams 
Were wont so oft their pastorals to sing. 

They have cut down, and all their pleasance marred. 
That now no pastoral is to be heard 

Instead of them, foul goblms and shnek-owls 
With fearful howling do all places fill. 

And feeble Echo now laments and howls 
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The dreadful accents of their outcries shrill 
So all IS turned into wilderness^ 

Whilst Ignorance the Muses doth oppress 

And Ij whose joy was erst with spirit full 
To teach the warbling pipe to sound aloft^ 

My spirits now disrpayed with sorrow dull 
Do moan my misery with silence soft 
Therefore I mourn and wail incessantly^ 

Till please the heavens afford me remedy 

Therewith she wailed with exceeding woe^ 

And piteous lamentation did make, 

And all her sisters, seeing her do so. 

With equal plamts her sorrow did partake 
So rested she, and then the next in rew 
Began her grievous plamt, as doth ensue 

Terpsichore Whoso hath in the lap of soft delight 
Been long time lulled, and fed with pleasures sweet, 
Fearless through his own fault or Fortune's spite 
To tumble into sorrow and regreet. 

If chance him fall into calamity, 

Finds greater burthen of his misery 

So we that erst in joyance did abound. 

And m the bosom of all bliss did sit. 

Like virgin queens, with laurel garlands crowned 
For virtue ^s meed and ornament of wit, 

Sith Ignorance our kingdom did confound, 

Be now become most wretched wights on ground 

And in our royal thrones, which lately stood 
In th’ hearts of men to rule them carefully. 

He now hath placed his accursed brood. 

By him begotten of foul Infamy, 

Blind Error, scornful Folly, and base Spite, 

Who hold by wrong that we should have by right 

They to the vulgar sort now pipe and sing. 

And make them merry with their foolenes. 

They cheerly chant, and rhymes at random fling, 
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The fruitful spawn of their rank fantasies 
They feed the ears of fools with flattery, 

And good men blame, and losels magnify 

All places they do with their toys possess. 

And reign in liking of the multitude, 

The schools they fill with Jond newfangleness, 

And sway m court with pride and rashness rude, 
’Mongst simple shepherds they do boast their skill, 
And say their music matcheth Phoebus’ quill 

The noble hearts to pleasures they allure. 

And tell their prince that learning is but vain 
Fair ladies’ loves they spot with thoughts impure, 
And gentle minds with lewd delights distain. 
Clerks they to loathly idleness entice, 

And fill their books with disciplme of vice 

So eveiywhere they rule, and tyrannize. 

For their usurped kingdoms’ mamtenance. 

The whiles we silly maids, whom they despise 
And with reproachful scorn discountenance, 

From our own native heritage exiled. 

Walk through the world of every one reviled 

Nor any one doth care to call us in. 

Or once vouchsafeth us to entertain, 

Unless some one perhaps of gentle kin. 

For pity’s sake compassion our pam. 

And yield us some relief m this distress. 

Yet to be so relieved is wretchedness 

So wander we all careful comfortless, 

Yet none doth care to comfort us at all, 

So seek we help our sorrow to redress. 

Yet none vouchsafes to answer to our call, 
Therefore we mourn and pitiless complain, 

Because none living pitieth our pam 

With that she wept and woefully waymented, 

That naught on earth her grief imght pacify, 

And all the rest her doleful dm augmented 
With shneks and groans and grievous agony 
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So ended she^ and then the next in rew 
Began her piteous plaint^ as doth ensue 

Erato Ye gentle spints, breathing from above, 
Where ye in Venus’ silver bower were bred, 
Thoughts half divine, full of the fire of love. 
With beauty kindle^, and with pleasure fed. 
Which ye now m security possess. 

Forgetful of your former heaviness. 

Now change the tenor of your joyous lays, 

With which ye use your loves to deify, 

And blazon forth an earthly beauty’s praise 
Above the compass of the arched sky 
Now change your praises into piteous cries, 

And eulogies turn into elegies 

Such as ye wont, whenas those bitter stounds 
Of ragmg love first gan you to torment, 

And launch your hearts with lamentable wounds 
Of secret sorrow and sad languishment. 

Before your loves did take you unto grace. 

Those now renew, as fitter for this place 

For I that rule m measure moderate 
The tempest of that stormy passion. 

And use to pamt m rhymes the troublous state 
Of lovers’ life in likest fashion. 

Am put from practice of my kindly skill. 
Banished by those that Love with lewdness fill 

Love wont to be schoolmaster of my skill, 

And the deviceful matter of my song. 

Sweet Love devoid of villamy or ill. 

But pure and spotless, as at first he sprung 
Out of th’ Almighty’s bosom, where he nests. 
From thence mfus6d mto mortal breasts 

Such high conceit of that celestial fire. 

The base-born brood of blindness cannot guess, 
Ne ever dare their dunghill thoughts aspire 
Unto so lofty pitch of perfectness. 

But rhyme at not, and do rage m love, 

Yet little wot what doth thereto behove 
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Fair Cytheree, the mother of dehght. 

And queen of beauty, now thou may’st go pack, 
For lo f thy kingdom is defaced quite. 

Thy sceptre rent, and power put to wrack. 

And thy gay son, that wmg^d god of love, 

May now go prune his plumes like ruffed dove 

And ye three twins, to light by Venus brought. 
The sweet companions of the Muses late, 

From whom whatever thing is goodly thought 
Doth borrow grace, the fancy to aggrate, 

Go beg with us, and be companions still. 

As heretofore of good, so now of ill 


For neither you nor we shall any more 
Find entertainment or in court or school, 

For that which was accounted heretofore 
The learned’s meed is now lent to the fool 
He smgs of love, and maketh lovmg lays. 

And they him hear, and they him highly praise 

With that she pour6d forth a brackish flood 
Of bitter tears, and made exceedmg moan, 

And all her sisters, seemg her sad mood. 

With loud laments her answered all at one 
So ended she, and then the next in rew 
Began her grievous plamt, as doth ensue 

Calliope To whom shall I my evil case complam 
Or tell the anguish of my inward smart, 

Sith none is left to remedy my pam, 

Or deigns to pity a perplexed heart, 

But rather seeks my sorrow to augment 
With foul reproach, and cruel bamshment? 

For they, to whom I used to apply 
The faithful service of my learned skill, 

The goodly ofEspnng of Jove’s progeny, 

That wont the world with famous acts to fill 
Whose living praises in heroic style. 

It is my chief profession to compile. 
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They, all corrupted through the rust of Time 
That doth all fairest things on earth deface, 
Or through unnoble sloth, or sinful crime, 
That doth degenerate the noble race, 

Have both desire of worthy deeds forlorn, 
And name of learmng utterly do scorn 


Ne do they care to have the ancestry 
Of th’ old heroes memorized anew, 

Ne do they care that late posterity 

Should know their names, or speak their praises due. 

But die forgot from whence at first they sprong, 

As they themselves shall be forgot ere long 

What boots it then to come from glorious 
Forefathers, or to have been nobly bred? 

What odds ’twixt Irus and old Inachus, 

Twixt best and worst, when both alike aie dead 
If none of neither mention should make. 

Nor out of dust their memories awake? 

Or who would ever care to do brave deed, 

Or strive in virtue others to excel. 

If none should 3 ueld him his deserved meed. 

Due praise, that is the spur of doing well ^ 

For if good were not prais6d more than ill, 

None would choose goodness of his own free will 

Therefore the nurse of virtue I am hight, 

And golden trumpet of etermty. 

That lowly thoughts lift up to heaven’s height. 

And mortal men have power to deify 
Bacchus and Hercules I raised to heaven. 

And Charlemagne amongst the starres seven 

But now I will my golden clarion rend. 

And will henceforth immortalize no more, 

Sith I no more find worthy to commend 
For prize of value, or for learned lore 
For noble peers, whom I was wont to raise. 

Now only seek for pleasure, naught for praise 
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Their great revenues all m sumptuous pnde 
They spend, that naught to learning they may spare 
And the rich fee, which poets wont divide. 

Now parasites and sycophants do share 
Therefore I mourn and endless sorrow make. 

Both for myself and for my sisters’ sake 


With that she loudly gan to wail and shrike. 

And from her eyes a sea of tears did pour, 

And all her sisters, with compassion like, 

Did more increase the sharpness of her shower 
So ended she, and then the next in rew 
Began her plaint, as doth herem ensue 

Urama What wrath of gods, or wicked influence 
Of stars conspiring wretched men t’ afflict. 

Hath poured on earth this noyous pestilence, 

That mortal minds doth inwardly mfect 
With love of blmdness and of ignorance, 

To dwell m darkness without sovenance? 

What difference ’twixt man and beast is left. 

When th’ heavenly hght of knowledge is put out 
And th’ ornaments of wisdom are bereft? 

Then wand’reth he in error and in doubt, 
Unweeting of the danger he is in. 

Through flesh’s frailty, and deceit of sin 

In this wide world m which they, wretches, stray, 
It IS the only comfort which they have, 

It IS their light, their loadstar, and their day. 

But hell, and darkness, and the gnsly grave, 

Is Ignorance, the enemy of grace, 

That minds of men born heavenly doth debase 

Through knowledge we behold the world’s creation^ 
How in his cradle first he fost’red was, 

And judge of Nature’s cunnmg operation. 

How thmgs she formed of a formless mass 
By knowledge we do learn ourselves to know, 

And what to man, and what to God, we owe 



THE TEARS OF THE MUSES 

From hence we mount aloft unto the sky, 

And look mto the crystal firmament 
There we behold the heaven’s great hierarchy, 

The stars’ pure light, the spheres’ swift movement, 
The spirits and mtelhgences fair, 

And angels waiting on th’ Almighty’s chair 

And there, with humble mind and high insight, 

Th’ eternal Maker’s majesty we view, 

His love, his truth, his glory, and his might. 

And mercy more than mortal men can view 
0 sovereign Lord ^ O sovereign happiness, 

To see thee, and thy mercy measureless ^ 


Such happmess have they that do embrace 
The precepts of my heavenly discipline. 

But shame and sorrow and accursed case 
Have they that scorn the school of arts divme, 

And banish me, which do profess the skill 
To make men heavenly wise through humbled will 

However yet they me despise and spite, 

I feed on sweet contentment of my thought. 

And please myself with mine own self-delight, 

In contemplation of things heavenly wrought 
So, loathmg earth, I look up to the sky, 

And, being dnven hence, I thither fly 

Thence I behold the misery of men, 

Which want the bliss that wisdom would them breed. 
And like brute beasts do he m loathsome den 
Of ghostly darkness, and of ghastly dreed , 

For whom I mourn, and for myself complain, 

And for my sisters eke whom they disdain 

With that she wept and wailed so piteously, 

As if her eyes had been two springing wells. 

And all the rest, her sorrow to supply, 

Did throw forth shrieks and cnes and dreary yells 
So ended she, and then the next in rew 
Began her mournful plamt, as doth ensue* 
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Polyhymma A doleful case desires a doleful song, 
Without vam art or curious complements. 

And squalid Fortune, into baseness flong. 

Doth scorn the pnde of wonted ornaments 
Then fittest are these ragged rhymes for me. 

To tell my sorrows that exceeding be 

• 

For the sweet numbers and melodious measures, 
With which I wont the wmged words to tie, 

And make a tuneful diapase of pleasures. 

Now being let to run at liberty 

By those which have no skill to rule them right, 

Have now quite lost their natural delight 


Heaps of huge words uphoarded hideously. 

With horrid sound though having little sense, 
They think to be chief praise of poetry. 

And, thereby wanting due intelligence. 

Have marred the face of goodly poesy. 

And made a monster of their fantasy 

Whilom in ages past none might profess 
But princes and high pnests that secret skill, 
The sacred laws therein they wont express. 

And with deep oracles their verses fill 
Then was she held in sovereign dignity. 

And made the nurslmg of nobility 

But now nor prince nor priest doth her mamtam 
But suflEer her profaned for to be 
Of the base vulgar, that with hands unclean 
Dares to pollute her hidden mystery. 

And treadeth under foot her holy things. 

Which was the care of kesars and of kings 

One only lives, her age’s ornament. 

And mirror of her Maker’s majesty. 

That with nch bounty, and dear chenshment, 
Supports the praise of noble poesy, 

Ne only favours them which it profess. 

But IS herself a peerless poetress 
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Most peerless prince, most peerless poetress, 
The true Pandora of all heavenly giaces, 

Divine Elisa, sacred emperess > 

Live she for ever, and her royal places 
Be filled with praises of divinest wits, 

That her eternize with their heavenly writs ^ 

r 

Some few beside this sacred skill esteem. 
Admirers of her glorious excellence. 

Which, bemg lightened with her beauty’s beam. 
Are thereby filled with happy influence, 

And lifted up above the worldes gaze. 

To sing with angels her immortal praise 

But all the rest, as born of savage brood. 

And having been with acorns always fed, 

Can no whit savour this celestial food. 

But with base thoughts are mto blindness led, 
And kept from looking on the lightsome day 
For whom I wail and weep all that I may 

Eftsoons such store of tears she forth did pour, 
As if she all to water would have gone, 

And all her sisters, seeing her sad stour. 

Did weep and wail, and made exceedmg moan, 
And all their learned mstruments did break 
The rest, untold, no livmg tongue can speak 
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LONG SINCE DEDICATED 
TO THE MOST NOBLE AND EXCELLENT LORD 

THE EARL OF LEICESTER 

LATE DECEASED 

Wronged, yet not danng to express my pain. 

To you (great lord) the causer of my care. 

In cloudy tears my case I thus complain 
Unto yourself, that only pnvy are 
But if that any OBdipus unware 
Shall chance through power of some divimng sprite. 
To read the secret of this nddle rare. 

And know the purport of my evil plight. 

Let him rest pleasid with his own insight, 

Ne further seek to glose upon the text. 

For gnef enough it is to gnevdd wight 
To feel his fault and not be further vext 
But what so by myself may not be showen 
May by this gnat's complaint be easily knowen 


We now have played (Augustus) wantonly. 

Tuning our song unto a tender Muse, 

And, like a cobweb weaving slenderly. 

Have only played let thus much then excuse 
This gnat’s small poem, that th’ whole history 
Is but a jest, though envy it abuse 
But who such sports and sweet delights doth blame. 
Shall lighter seem than this gnat’s idle name 

Hereafter, when as season more secure 

Shall bring forth fruit, this Muse shall speak to thee 

In bigger notes, that may thy sense allure. 

And for thy worth frame some fit poesy 
The golden offspnng of Latona pure, 

And ornament of great Jove’s progeny, 

Phoebus shall be the author of my song, 

Playing on ivory harp with silver strung 
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He shall inspire my verse with gentle mood 
Of poet's pnnce, whether he woon beside 
Fair Xanthus sprinkled with Chimaera's bloody 
Or in the woods of Astery abide ^ 

Or whereas Mount Parnasse, the Muses' bood, 

Doth his broad forehead like two horns divide^ 

And the sweet wa?^es of sounding Castaly 
With liquid foot doth slide down easily 

Wherefore, ye sisters, w hich the glory be 
Of the Pierian streams, fair Naiades, 

Go too, and, dancing all in company. 

Adorn that god and thou holy Pales, 

To whom the honest care of husbandry 
Retumeth by continual success, 

Have care for to pursue his footing light 
Through the wide woods and groves, with green leaves 
dight 

Professing thee, I lifted am aloft 
Betwixt the forest wide and starry sky 
And thou, most dread (Octavius), which oft 
To learned wits givest courage worthily, 

0 come (thou sacred child), come sliding soft, 

And favour my beginnings graciously, 

For not these leaves do sing that dreadful stound, 
When giants' blood did stain Phlegrsean ground 

Nor how th' half-horsy people, Centaurs hight, 

Fought with the bloody Lapithas at bord 
Nor how the East with tyrannous despight 
Burnt th' Attic towers, and people slew with sword. 
Nor how Mount Athos through exceeding might 
Was digged down, nor iron bands abord 
The Pontic sea by their huge navy cast, 

My volume shall renown, so long smce past 

Nor Hellespont trampled with horses' feet, 

When fiockmg Persians did the Greeks affray, 

But my soft Muse, as for her power more meet, 
Delights (with Phoebus' friendly leave) to play 
An easy runnmg verse with tender feet 
And thou (dread sacred child), to thee alway, 
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Let everlasting lightsome glory strive^ 

Through the world's endless ages to survive 

And let an happy room remain for thee 

'Mongst heavenly ranks, where blessed souls do rest. 

And let long lasting life with joyous glee, 

As thy due meed that thou^deservest best, 

Hereafter many years rememb'red be 
Amongst good men, of whom thou oft are blest. 

Live thou for ever m all happmess * 

But let us turn to our first business 

The fiery sun was mounted now on hight 
Up to the heavenly towers, and shot eachwhere 
Out of his golden chariot glistermg light, 

And fair Aurora, with her rosy hair. 

The hateful darkness now had put to flight, 

Whenas the shepherd, seeing day appear, 

His httle goats gan drive out of their stalls, 

To feed abroad where pasture best befalls 

To an high mountain's top he with them went, 
Where thickest grass did clothe the open hills 
They now amongst the woods and thickets ment. 
Now in the valleys wand'nng at their wills. 

Spread themselves far abroad through each descent, 
Some on the soft green grass feeding their fills, 

Some, clamb'rmg through the hollow clifis on high. 
Nibble the bushy shrubs which grow thereby 

Others the utmost boughs of trees do crop. 

And browse the woodbine twigs that freshly bud. 
This with full bit doth catch the utmost top 
Of some soft willow, or new growen stud , 

This with sharp teeth the bramble leaves doth lop. 
And chaw the tender prickles m her cud, 

The whiles another high doth overlook 
Her own like image in a crystal brook 

0 ’ the great happmess, which shepherds have, 
Whoso loathes not too much the poor estate. 

With mmd that ill use doth before deprave, 

Ne measures all things by the costly rate 
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Of riotise^ and semblants outward braved 
No such sad cares, as wont to macerate 
And rend the greedy minds of covetous men, 

Do ever creep into the shepherd’s den 

Ne cares he if the fleece, which him arrays, 

Be not twice steeped in Assynan dye 
Ne glistering of gold, which underlays 
The summer beams, do blind his gazing eye, 

Ne pictures’ beauty, nor the glancing rays 
Of precious stones, whence no good cometh by, 
Ne yet his cup embost with imagery 
Of Bsetus’ or of Alcon’s vanity 

Ne aught the whelky pearls esteemeth he, 

Which are from Indian seas brought far away. 
But with pure breast from careful sorrow free, 

On the soft grass his limbs doth oft display, 

In sweet sprmg time, when flowers’ variety 
With sundry colours pamts the sprinkled lay 
There, l 3 ang all at ease from guile or spite, 

With pipe of fenny reeds doth him delight 

There he, lord of himself, with palm bedight. 

His looser locks doth wrap in wreath of vme 
There his milk-dropping goats be his delight, 

And fruitful Pales, and the forest green, 

And darksome caves in pleasant valleys pight. 
Whereas continual shade is to be seen, 

And where fresh sprmgmg wells, as crystal neat, 
Do always flow to quench his thirsty heat 

0 ’ who can lead, then, a more happy life 
Than he, that with clean mind, and heart sincere, 
No greedy nches knows nor bloody strife. 

No deadly fight of warlike fleet doth fear, 

Ne runs in peril of foes’ cruel knife, 

That m the sacred temples he may rear 
A trophy of his glittermg spoils and treasure, 

Or may abound in riches above measure 

Of him his God is worshipt with his scythe, 

And not with skiE of craftsman polished 
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He joys m groves, and makes himself full blithe 
With sundry flowers in wild fields gathered, 

Ne frankincense he from Panchsea buy'th 
Sweet Quiet harbours m his harmless head, 

And perfect Pleasure builds her joyous bower, 
Free from sad cares that rich men’s hearts devour 

« 

This all his care, this all his whole endeavour, 

To this his mind and senses he doth bend. 

How he may flow in Quiet’s matchless treasure, 
Content with any food that God doth send, 

And how his limbs, resolved through idle leisure. 
Unto sweet sleep he may securely lend 
In some cool shadow from the scorching heat. 

The whiles his flock their chawed cuds do eat 

O flocks * 0 fauns ^ and 0 ye pleasant sprmgs 
Of Tempe ^ where the country nymphs are rife, 
Through whose not costly care each shepherd sings 
As merry notes upon his rustic fife, 

As that Ascrsean bard, whose fame now rings 
Through the wide world, and leads as joyful life, 
Free from all troubles and from worldly toil. 

In which fond men do all their days turmoil 

In such delights whilst thus Ins careless time 
This shepherd drives, upleamng on his bat, 

And on shrill reeds chanting his rustic rhyme, 
Hyperion, throwing forth his beams full hot, 

Into the highest top of heaven gan climb, 

And, the world parting by an equal lot. 

Did shed his whirling flames on either side, 

As the great Ocean doth himself divide 

Then gan the shepherd gather into one 
His stragghng goats, and drave them to a ford. 
Whose caerule stream, rumbling m pebble stone, 
Crept under moss as green as any gourd 
Now had the sun half heaven overgone, 

When he his herd back from that water-ford 
Brave, from the force of Phoebus' boilmg ray, 

Into thick shadows, there themselves to lay 
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Soon as he them placed m thy sacred wood 
(0 Delian goddess 0 saw^ to which of yore 
Came the bad daughter of old Cadmus' broody 
Cruel Agave, flying vengeance sore 
Of king Nyctelius for the guilty blood 
Which she with cursed hands had shed before, 
There she half frantic, having slam her son, 

Did shroud herself, like punishment to shun 

Here also pla 3 nDg on the grassy green, 

Wood-gods, and satyrs, and swift dryades, 

With many fames oft were dancing seen 
Not so much did Dan Orpheus repress 
The streams of Hebrus with his songs, I ween, 

As that fair troop of woody goddesses 
Stayed thee (0 Peneus *), pourmg forth to thee 
From cheerful looks great mirth and gladsome glee 

The very nature of the place, resounding 
With gentle murmur of the breathing air, 

A pleasant bower with all delight abounding 
In the fresh shadow did for them prepare, 

To rest their limbs with weariness redounding 
For first the high palm trees, with branches fair 
Out of the lowly valleys did arise, 

And high shoot up their heads into the skies 

And them amongst the wicked lotus grew. 

Wicked for holding guilefully away 
Ulysses' men, whom rapt with sweetness new. 
Taking to host, it quite from him did stay, 

And eke those trees, in whose transformed hue 
The sun's sad daughters wailed the rash decay 
Of Phaeton, whose limbs, with lightning rent. 
They, gathermg up, with sweet tears did lament 

And that same tree, m which Demophoon, 

By his disloyalty lamented sore. 

Eternal hurt left unto many one 
Whom als accompanied the oak, of yore 
Through fatal charms transformed to such an one, 
The oak, whose acorns were our food, before 
That Ceres’ seed of mortal men were known, 
Which first Tnptoleme taught how tp be sown 
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Here also grew the rougher-nnded pine. 

The great Argoan ship’s brave ornament, 

Whom Golden Fleece did make an heavenly sign , 
Which coveting, with his high top’s extent. 

To make the mountains touch the stars dmne. 

Decks all the forest with embellishment. 

And the black holm that leaves the wat’ry vale, 

And the sweet cypress, sign of deadly bale 

Amongst the rest the clamb’rmg ivy grew. 

Knitting his wanton arms with grasping hold. 

Lest that the poplar happely should rue 

Her brother’s strokes, whose boughs she doth enfold 

With her lithe twigs, till they the top surview, 

And paint with pallid green her buds of gold 
Next did the m3?rtle tree to her approach, 

Not yet unmmdful of her old reproach 

But the small birds, m their wide boughs embow’rmg, 
Chanted their sundry tunes with sweet consent, 

And under them a silver spnng, forth pourmg 
His tricklmg streams, a gentle murmur sent, 

Thereto the frogs, bred m the slimy scourmg 
Of the moist moors, their jamng voices bent, 

And shrill grasshoppers chirped them around 
All which the airy Echo did resound 

In this so pleasant place tins shepherd’s flock 
Lay everywhere, their weary limbs to rest. 

On every bush, and every hollow rock. 

Where breathe on them the whistlmg wmd mote best, 
The whiles the shepherd self, tending his stock, 

Sate by the fountain side, in shade to rest, 

Where gentle slumb’rmg sleep oppressed him 
Displayed on ground, and seized every limb 

Of treachery or trains nought took he keep. 

But, loosely on the grassy green dispread, 

His dearest life did trust to careless sleep. 

Which, weighing down his droopmg drowsy head. 

In quiet rest his molten heart did steep. 

Devoid of care, and fear of all falsehead. 

Had not inconstant Fortune, bent to ill. 

Bid strange mischance his quietness to spill 
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For at his wonted time in that same place 
An huge great serpent^ all with speckles pied^ 

To drench himself in moorish slime did trace, 
There from the boilmg heat himself to hide 
He, passing by with rolling wreathed pace, 

With brandisht tongue the empty air did gnde. 
And wrapt his scaly boughts with fell despight, 
That all things seemed appalled at his sight 

Now, more and more having himself enrolled. 

His glittenng breast he lifteth up on high, 

And with proud vaunt his head aloft doth hold. 
His crest above, spotted with purple dye, 

On every side did shine like scaly gold, 

And his bright eyes, glancing full dreadfully. 

Did seem to flame out flakes of flashing fire. 

And with stem looks to threaten kindled ire 

Thuswise long time he did himself dispace 
There round about, whenas at last he spied, 

Lpng along before him in that place, 

That flock’s grand captain and most trusty guide 
Eftsoons more fierce in visage, and in pace. 
Throwing his fiery eyes on every side, 

He cometh on, and all things in his way 
Full sternly rends that might his passage stay 

Much he disdains that any one should dare 
To come unto his haunt, for which intent 
He inly bums, and gins straight to prepare 
The weapons, which Nature to him hath lent 
Felly he hisseth, and doth fiercely stare, 

And hath his jaws with angry spirits rent. 

That all his tract with bloody drops is stamed 
And all his folds are now in length outstrained 

Whom, thus at point prepared, to prevent, 

A little nurslmg of the humid air, 

A gnat, unto the sleepy shepherd went, 

And, marking where his eyelids twinkling rare 
Shewed the two pearls which sight unto him lent, 
Through their thin coverings appearing fair, 

His little needle there infixing deep. 

Warned him awake, from death hraself to keep 
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Wherewith enraged he fiercely gan upstart, 

And with his hand him rashly bruising slew 
As in avengement of his heedless smart. 

That straight the spirit out of his senses flew. 

And life out of his members did depart 
When, suddenly castmg aside his view, 

He spied his foe with felonous intent. 

And fervent eyes to his destruction bent 

All suddenly dismayed, and heartless quite. 

He fled aback, and catching hasty hold 
Of a young alder hard beside him pight, 

It rent, and straight about him gan behold 
What god or Fortune would assist his might 
But whether god or Fortune made him bold 
It 's hard to read yet hardy will he had 
To overcome, that made him less adrad 

The scaly back of that most hideous snake 
Enwrapped round, oft feigning to retire 
And oft him to assail, he fiercely strake 
Whereas his temples did his crest-front tire, 

And, for he was but slow, did sloth ofi-shake 
And gazing ghastly on (for fear and ire 
Had blent so much his sense, that less he feared,) 
Yet when he saw him slam, himself he cheered 

By this the night forth from the darksome bower 
Of Herebus her teemed steeds gan call, 

And lazy Vesper m his timely hour 
From golden OEta gan proceed withal, 

Whenas the shepherd after this sharp stour. 
Seeing the doubled shadows low to fall. 

Gathering his straymg flock, does homeward fare. 
And unto rest his weary jomts prepare 

Into whose sense so soon as lighter sleep 
Was entered, and now loosing every limb. 

Sweet slumb'nng dew in carelessness did steep 
The image of that gnat appeared to him. 

And m sad terms gan sorrowfully weep. 

With gnsly countenance and visage grim, 

Wailing the wrong which he had done of late, 
Instead of good, hastening his cruel fate 
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Said he “What have I, wretch^ deserv’d^ that thus 
Into this bitter bale I am outcast, 

Whilst that thy life more dear and precious thus 
Was than mine own, so long as it did last^ 

I now, in lieu of pains so gracious, 

Am tost in th’ air with every windy blast 
Thou, safe delivered from sad decay. 

Thy careless limbs in loose sleep dost display 

“So livest thou, but my poor wretched ghost 
Is forced to ferry over Lethe's nver. 

And spoiled of Charon to and fro am tost 
Seest thou not how all places quake and quiver, 
Lightened with deadly lamps on every post? 
Tisiphone eachwhere doth shake and shiver 
Her flaming fire-brand, encountering me, 

Whose locks uncombed cruel adders be 

“And Cerberus, whose many mouths do bay 
And bark out flames, as if on fire he fed, 

Adown whose neck, m terrible array. 

Ten thousand snakes crawling about his head 
Do hang in heaps, that horribly affray. 

And bloody eyes do glister fiery red , 

He oftentimes me dreadfully doth threaten 
With painful torments to be sorely beaten 

“Ay me * that thanks so much should fail of meed. 
For that I thee restored to life again. 

Even from the door of death and deadly dreed ^ 
Where then is now the guerdon of my pain? 

Where the reward of my so piteous deed? 

The praise of pity vanisht is in vam, 

And tb' antique faith of Justice long agone 
Out of the land is fled away and gone 

“ I saw another's fate approaching fast, 

And left mme own his safety to tender, 

Into the same mishap I now am cast. 

And shunned destruction doth destruction render 
Not unto him that never hath trespast, 

But punishment is due to the offender 
Yet let destruction be the punishment. 

So long as thankful will may it relent 
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‘‘I earned am into waste wilderness, 

Waste wilderness, amongst Cimmerian shades, 

Where endless pams and hideous heavmess 
Is round about me heapt m darksome glades, 

For there huge Othos sits m sad distress. 

Fast bound with serpents that him oft invades, 

Far off beholding Ephialtes tied. 

Which once assayed to bum this world so wide 

‘‘And there is mournful Tit 5 rus, mindful yet 
Of thy displeasure, 0 Latona fair^ 

Displeasure too implacable was it, 

That made him meat for wild fowls of the air 
Much do I fear among such fiends to sit. 

Much do I fear back to them to repair, 

To the black shadows of the Stygian shore. 

Where wretched ghosts sit wailmg evermore 

“There next the utmost brmk doth he abide, 

That did the banquets of the gods bewray, 

Whose throat through thirst to nought nigh bemg dned, 
His sense to seek for ease turns every way 
And he, that m avengement of his pnde 
For scorning to the sacred gods to pray, 

Agamst a mountain rolls a mighty stone, 

Callmg in vain for rest, and can have none 

“Go ye with them, go, cursed damosels, 

Whose bndal torches foul Ermnys tined. 

And Hjonen, at your spousals sad, foretells 
Tidings of death and massacre unkmd 
With them that cruel Colchid mother dwells. 

The which conceived m her revengeful mmd 
With bitter wounds her own dear babes to slay. 

And murd'red troops upon great heaps to lay 

“There also those two Pandionian maids, 

Calhng on Itys, Itys^ evermore. 

Whom, wretched boy, they slew with guilty blades 
For whom the Thracian king lamenting sore. 

Turned to a lapwmg, foully them upbraids, 

And fluttenng round about them still does soar 
There now they all eternally complain 
Of others’ wrong, and suffer endless pain 



VIRGIL'S GNAT 


152 


“But the two brethren bom of Cadmus' blood, 
Whilst each does for the sovereignty contend. 

Blind through ambition, and with vengeance wood, 
Each doth against the other’s body bend 
His cursed steel, of neither well withstood, 

And with wide wounds their carcasses doth rend, 
That yet they botk do mortal foes remain, 

Sith each with brofiier’s bloody hand was slain 

“Ah (welladay % there is no end of pain, 

Nor change of labour may entreated be, 

Yet I beyond all these am carried fain. 

Where other powers far different I see. 

And must pass over to th’ Elysian plain 
There grim Persephone, encount’nng me. 

Doth urge her fellow Furies earnestly 
With their bnght firebrands me to terrify 

“ There chaste Alceste lives inviolate, 

Free from all care, for that her husband’s days 
She did prolong by changing fate for fate 
Lo * there lives also the immortal praise 
Of womankmd, most faithful to her mate, 
Penelope, and from her far aways 
A rueless rout of young men which her wooed, 

All slain with darts, lie wallowed in their blood 

“And sad Eurydice thence now no more 
Must turn to life, but there detained be 
For looking back, being forbid before 
Yet was the guilt thereof, Orpheus, in thee 
Bold sure he was, and worthy spirit bore. 

That durst those lowest shadows go to see, 

And could believe that anything could please 
Fell Cerberus, or Stygian powers appease 

“Ne feared the bummg waves of Phlegethon, 

Nor those same mournful kingdoms, compass6d 
With rusty horror and foul fashion^ 

And deep-digged vaults, and Tartar covered 
With bloody night, and dark confusion, 

And judgement seats, whose judge is deadly dread, 
A judge, that after death doth punish sore 
The faults which life hath trespassed before 
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‘‘But valiant fortune made Dan Orpheus bold^ 

For the swift running rivers still did stand, 

And the wild beasts their fury did withhold. 

To follow Orpheus' music through the land 
And th’ oaks, deep grounded in the earthly mould. 
Did move, as if they could him understand 
And the shrill woods, which were of sense bereaved, 
Through their hard bark his silver sound received 

And eke the moon her hasty steeds did stay. 
Drawing in teams along the starry sky, 

And didst (0 monthly virgin *) thou delay 
Thy nightly course, to hear his melody? 

The same was able with like lovely lay 
The queen of hell to move as easily, 

To yield Eurydice unto her fere 

Back to be borne, though it unlawful were 

“She (lady), having well before approved 
The fiends to be too cruel and severe, 

Observed th' appointed way, as her behoved, 

Ne ever did her eyesight turn arear, 

Ne ever spake, ne cause of speaking moved, 

But, cruel Orpheus, thou much crueller. 

Seeking to kiss her, brok'st the gods' decree. 

And thereby mad'st her ever damned to be 

“Ah* but sweet love of pardon worthy is. 

And doth deserve to have small faults remitted, 

If hell at least things lightly done amiss 
Knew how to pardon, when aught is omitted, 

Yet are ye both received mto bliss. 

And to the seats of happy souls admitted 
And you beside the honourable band 
Of great heroes do in order stand 

“There be the" two stout sons of ^Bacus, 

Fierce Peleus, and the hardy Telamon, 

Both seemmg now full glad and joyeous 
Through their sire's dreadful junsdiction. 

Being the judge of all that horrid house 
And both of them, by strange occasion. 

Renowned in choice of happy marnage 
Through Venus' grace, and virtue's carriage 
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“For th’ one was ravisht of his own bondmaid^ 

The fair Ixione captived from Troy, 

But th’ other was with Thetis' love assayed. 

Great Nereus his daughter and his joy 
On this side them there is a young man laid, 

Their match m glory, mighty, fierce, and coy. 

That from th' ArgoljjC ships with furious ire 
Bet back the fury of the Trojan fire 

“0 ^ who would not recount the strong divorces 
Of that great war, which Trojans oft beheld ^ 

And oft beheld the warlike Greekish forces, 

When Teucnan soil with bloody rivers swelled, 

And wide Sigean shores were spread with corses. 

And Simois and Xanthus blood outwelled, 

Whilst Hector raged with outrageous mind. 

Flames, weapons, wounds, m Greeks' fleet to have tined 

“For Ida self, in aid of that fierce fight, 

Out of her mountains mimst'red supplies, 

And, like a kmdly nurse, did yield (for spite) 

Store of firebrands out of her nurseries 
Unto her foster-children, that they might 
Inflame the navy of their enemies, 

And all the Rhoetean shore to ashes turn. 

Where lay the ships which they did seek to burn 

“'Gainst which the noble son of Telamon 
Opposed himself, and, thwartmg his huge §hield. 

Them battle bad, 'gainst whom appeared anon 
Hector, the glory of the Trojan field 
Both fierce and furious m contention 
Encount'red, that their mighty strokes so shrilled. 

As the great clap of thunder which doth nve 
The rattlmg heavens, and clouds asunder drive 

“ So th’ one with fire and weapons did contend 
To cut the ships from turning home again 
To Argos, th' other strove for to defend 
The force of Vulcan with his might and mam 
Thus th' one iEacid did his fame extend. 

But th' other joyed, that, on the Phrygian plain 
Having the blood of vanquisht Hector shed, 

He compassed Troy thrice with his body dead 
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“Again great dole on either party grew, 

That him to death unfaithful Pans sent. 

And also him that false Ulysses slew, 

Drawn mto danger through close ambushment, 
Therefore from him Laertes' son his view 
Doth turn aside, and boasts his good event 
In working of Strymonian Rhesus’ fall, 

And eft in Dolon’s subtil surpnsall 

“Again the dreadful Cicones him dismay, 

And black Lsestrygones, a people stout 
Then greedy Scylla, under whom there bay 
Many great bandogs which her gird about 
Then do the c^Etnean Cyclops him affray, 

And deep Charybdis gulfing in and out 
Lastly the squalid lakes of Tartary, 

And grisly fiends of hell him temfy 

“There also goodly Agamemnon boasts, 

The glory of the stock of Tantalus, 

And famous light of all the Greekish hosts. 
Under whose conduct most victonous. 

The Done flames consumed the Iliac posts 
Ah* but the Greeks themselves, more dolorous, 
To thee, 0 Troy* paid penance for thy fall. 

In th’ Hellespont bemg nigh drowned all 

“ Well may appear, by proof of their mischance. 
The changeful turning of men’s slippery state, 
That none whom Fortune freely doth advance 
Himself therefore to heaven should elevate. 

For lofty type of honour, through the glance 
Of Envy’s dart, is down m dust prostrate. 

And all that vaunts m worldly vanity 
Shall fall through Fortune’s mutability 

“Th’ Argohe power returnmg home again, 
Enricht with spoils of th’ Encthoman tower. 
Did happy wind and weather entertam, 

And with good speed the foamy billows scour 
No sign of storm, no fear of future pain. 

Which soon ensued them with heavy stour 
Nereis to the seas a token gave, 

The whiles their crooked keels the surges clave 
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Suddenly, whether through the gods^ decree, 

Or hapless rising of some froward star, 

The heavens on every side enclouded be 
Black storms and fogs are biowen up from far, 

That now the pilot can no loadstar see, 

But skies and seas do make most dreadful war, 

The billows striving ^o the heavens to reach, 

And th’ heavens striving them for to impeach 

‘‘And in avengement of their bold attempt, 

Both sun and stars and all the heavenly powers 
Conspire in one to wreak their rash contempt, 

And down on them to fall from highest towers 
The sky, m pieces seeming to be rent, 

Throws lightnmg forth, and hail, and harmful showers. 
That death on every side to them appears 
In thousand forms, to work more ghastly fears 

“Some in the greedy floods are sunk and drent, 

Some on the rocks of Caphareus are thrown, 

Some on th’ Euboic cliffs m pieces rent, 

Some scattered on the Hercaean shores unknown. 

And many lost, of whom no monument 
Remams, nor memory is to be shown 
Whilst all the purchase of the Phrygian prey, 

Tost on salt billows, round about doth stray 

“Here many other like heroes be. 

Equal in honour to the former crew. 

Whom ye m goodly seats may placed see, 

Descended all from Rome by lineage due. 

From Rome, that holds the world in sovereignty, 

And doth all nations unto her subdue 
Here Fabn and Been do dwell, 

Horatii that m virtue did excel 

“And here the antique fame of stout Camill 
Doth ever live, and constant Curtins, 

Who, stifiiy bent his vowed life to spill 
For country’s health, a gulf most hideous 
Amidst the town with his own corpse did fill, 

T’ appease the powers, and prudent Mucius, 

Who in his flesh endured the scorching flame, 

To^daunt his foe by ensample of the same 
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“And here wise Curms, companion 
Of noble virtues, lives m endless rest. 

And stout Flaminms, whose devotion 
Taught him the fire’s scorned fury to detest, 

And here the praise of either Scipion 
Abides in highest place above the best. 

To whom the ruined walls of Carthage vowed, 
Trembling their forces, sound their praises loud 

“Live they for ever through their lasting praise! 

But I, poor wretch, am forced to return 
To the sad lakes that Phoebus’ sunny rays 
Do never see, where souls do always mourn. 

And by the wailing shores to waste my days, 

Where Phlegethon with quenchless flames doth bum. 
By which just Minos righteous souls doth se\ er 
From wicked ones, to live in bliss for ever 

“Me therefore thus the cmel fiends of hell, 

Girt with long snakes, and thousand iron chains, 
Through doom of that their cmel judge compel 
With bitter torture, and impatient pains. 

Cause of my death and just complaint to tell 
For thou art he whom my poor ghost complams 
To be the author of her ill unwares, 

That careless hear’st my intolerable cares 

“Them therefore as bequeathmg to the wmd, 

I now depart, returning to thee never, 

Aifd leave this lamentable plaint behind 
But do thou haunt the soft down-rolling river. 

And wild green woods and fruitful pastures mind , 
And let the flitting air my vam words sever ” 

Thus havmg said, he heavily departed 
With piteous cry, that any would have smarted 

Now, when the slothful fit of life’s sweet rest 
Had left the heavy shepherd, wondrous cares 
His mly grieved mind full sore opprest. 

That baleful sorrow he no longer bears 

For that gnat’s death, which deeply was imprest, 

But bends whatever power his aged years 
Him lent, yet being such as through their might 
He lately slew his dreadful foe m fight 
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By that same river lurking under green^ 

Eftsoons he gms to fashion forth a place, 

And, squanng it m compass well beseen, 

There plotteth out a tomb by measured space 
His iron-headed spade then making clean. 

To dig up sods out of the flow'ry grass. 

His work he shortly IfO good purpose brought, 
Like as he had conceived it m his thought 

An heap of earth he hoarded up on high. 
Enclosing it with banks on every side. 

And thereupon did raise full busily 
A little mount, of green turfs edified 
And on the top of all, that passers by 
Might It behold, the tomb he did provide 
Of smoothest marble stone m order set, 

That never might his lucky ’scape forget 

And round about he taught sweet flowers to grow 
The rose engrained in pure scarlet dye. 

The lily fresh, and violet below, 

The marigold, and cheerful rosemary. 

The Spartan myrtle, whence sweet gum does flow. 
The purple hyacmth, and fresh costmary, 

And saffron, sought for m Cilician soil. 

And laurel, th’ ornament of Phoebus’ toil 

Fresh rhododaphne, and the Sabine flower. 
Matching the wealth of th’ ancient frankincense, 
And pallid ivy, building his own bower. 

And box, yet mindful of his old offence. 

Red amaranthus, luckless paramour, 

Oxeye still green, and bitter patience, 

Ne wants there pale Narcisse, that, in a well 
Seeing his beauty, in love with it fell 

And whatsoever other flower of worth. 

And whatso other herb of lovely hue. 

The joyous sprmg out of the ground brings forth, 
To clothe herself m colours fresh and new. 

He planted there, and reared a mount of earth. 

In whose high front was writ as doth ensue 

To ihee^ small gnat, tn Iteu of his life saved. , 

The shepherd hath thy death* s record engraved 



PROSOPOPOIA 

oiu 

MOTHER HUBBARD’S TALE 

BY ED SP 

DEDICATED TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE^ THE 

LADY COMPTON AND MOUNTEAGLE 

Most fair and virtuous Lady, having often sought opportunity 
by some good means to make known to your Ladyship -file humble 
affection and faithful duty, which I have always professed and am 
bound to bear to that house, from whence ye spring I have at 
length found occasion to remember the same, by malang a simple 
present to you of these my idle labours, which having long sithens 
composed in the raw conceit of my youth, I lately amongst other 
papers lighted upon and was by others, which hked the same, 
moved to set them forth Simple is the device, and the composition 
mean, yet cameth some dehght even the rather because of the 
simplicity and meanness thus personated The same I beseech 
your Ladyship take in good part, as a pledge of that profession which 
I have made to you and keep with you until with some other more 
worthy labour, I do redeem it out of your hands, and discharge my 
utmost duty Till then, wishing your Ladyship all increase of 
honour and happiness, I humbly take leave 

Your Ladyship's ever humbly, 

ED SP 

It was the month in which the nghteous maid. 

That for disdam of sinful world's upbraid 

Fled back to heaven, whence she was first conceived. 

Into her silver bower the sun received. 

And the hot Sirian dog on him awaitmg, 

After the chafed Lion's cruel baitmg, 

Corrupted had th' air with his noisome breath. 

And poured on th' earth plague, pestilence, and death 
Amongst the rest a wicked malady 
Reigned amongst men, that many did to die. 

Deprived of sense and ordinary reason. 

That It to leeches seemed strange and geason 
X59 
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My fortune was, ’mongst many others mo, 

To be partaker of their common woe, 

And my weak body set on fire with grief, 

Was robbed of rest and natural relief 
In this ill plight there came to visit me 
Some friends, who, sorry my sad case to see, 

Began to comfort me^in cheerful wise. 

And means of gladsome solace to devise 
But seeing kmdly sleep refuse to do 
His office, and my feeble eyes forgo. 

They sought my troubled sense how to deceive 
With talk, that might unquiet fancies reave, 

And, sitting all in seats about me round. 

With pleasant tales (fit for that idle stound) 

They cast in course to waste the weary hours 
Some told of ladies, and their paramours. 

Some of brave knights, and their renowned squires. 
Some of the faeries and their strange attires. 

And some of giants, hard to be believed. 

That the delight thereof me much relieved 
Amongst the rest a good old woman was, 

Hight Mother Hubbard, who did far surpass 
The rest m honest mirth, that seemed her well 
She, when her turn was come her tale to tell. 

Told of a strange adventure, that betided 
Betwixt the fox and th’ ape by him misguided. 

The which, for that my sense it greatly pleased. 

All were my spirit heavy and diseased, 

I '11 write in terms as she the same did say. 

So well as I her words remember may 
No Muse's aid me needs hereto to call, 

Base is the style, and matter mean withal 
Whilom (said she) before the world was civil, 

The fox and th’ ape, disliking of their evil 
And hard estate, determined to seek 
Their fortunes far abroad, like with his like, 

For both were crafty and unhappy witted. 

Two fellows might nowhere be better fitted 
The fox, that fifst this cause of grief did find, 

Gan first thus plain his case with words unkind. 
‘‘Neighbour ape, and my gossip eke beside 
(Both two sure bands in fnendship to be tied). 

To whom may I more trustily complain 
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The evil plight that doth me sore constram. 

And hope thereof to find due remedy^ 

Hear, then, my pain and inward agony 
Thus many years I now have spent and worn 
In mean regard, and basest fortune's scorn. 

Doing my country service as I might, 

No less, I dare say, than tlie proudest wight, 

And still I hoped to be up advanced, 

For my good parts, but still it has mischanced 
Now therefore that no longer hope I see. 

But froward fortune still to follow me. 

And losels lifted up where I did look, 

I mean to turn the next leaf of the book 
Yet, ere that any way I do betake, 

I mean my gossip privy first to make " 

“Ah' my dear gossip" (answered then the ape), 

“ Deeply do your sad words my wits awhape. 

Both for because your grief doth great appear. 

And eke because myself am touched near 
For I likewise have wasted much good time. 

Still waiting to preferment up to chmb, 

Whilst others always have before me stept. 

And from my beard the fat away have swept. 

That now unto despair I gin to grow, 

And mean for better wind about to throw 
Therefore to me, my trusty friend, arede 
Thy counsel two is better than one head " 

“Certes" (said he) “I mean me to disguise 
In some strange habit, after uncouth wise, 

Or like a pilgrim, or a lymiter. 

Or like a gipsen, or a juggeler, 

And so to wander to the worldes end, 

To seek my fortune, where I may it mend 
For worse than that I have I cannot meet 
Wide is the world, I wot, and every street 
Is full of fortunes, and adventures strange. 

Continually subject unto change 

Say, my fair brother now, if this device 

Doth like you, or may you to like entice ” 

“Surely" (said th' ape) “it hkes me wondrous well, 

And would ye not poor fellowship expel, 

Myself would offer you t' accompany 
In this adventure's chanceful jeopardy 
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For to wex old at home m idleness 
Is disad venturous, and quite fortuneless. 

Abroad, where change is, good may gotten be ’’ 
The fox was glad, and quickly did agree 
So both resolved, the morrow next ensuing. 

So soon as day appeared to people's viewing, 

On their intended pumey to proceed. 

And overnight whatso thereto did need 
Each did prepare, in readiness to be 
The morrow next, so soon as one might see 
Light out of heaven's windows forth to look, 

Both their habiliments unto them took. 

And put themselves (a' God's name) on their way, 
Whenas the ape, beginning well to weigh 
This hard adventure, thus began t' advise 
“Now rede, Sir Re3mold, as ye be right wise, 

What course ye ween is best for us to take. 

That for ourselves we may a living make 
Whether shall we profess some trade or skill. 

Or shall we vary our device at will. 

Even as new occasion appears^ 

Or shall we tie ourselves for certain years 
To any service, or to any place 
For It behoves, ere that into the race 
We enter, to resolve first hereupon " 

“Now surely, brother" (said the fox anon), 

“Ye have this matter motioned m season, 

For ever5;i:hing that is begun with reason 
Will come by ready means unto his end. 

But things miscounsell^d must needs miswend 
Thus therefore I advise upon the case, 

That not to any certain trade or place, 

Nor any man, we should ourselves apply, 

For why should he that is at liberty 

Make himself bond^ sith then we are free born. 

Let us all servile base subjection scorn. 

And as we be sons of the world so wide. 

Let us our father's hentage divide. 

And challenge to ourselves our portions due 

Of aU the patrimony, which a few 

Now hold m hugger-mugger in their hand. 

And all the rest do rob of good and land 
For now a few have all, and all have nought. 
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Yet all be brethren ylike dearly bought 
There is no nght m tins partition, 

Ne was it so by institution 
Ordained first, ne by the law of Nature, 

But that she gave like blessing to each creature, 

As well of worldly livelode as of life, 

That there might be no difference nor strife, 

Nor aught called mine or thine thrice happy then 
Was the condition of mortal men 
That was the golden age of Saturn old. 

But this might better be the world of gold, 

For without gold now nothing will be got. 

Therefore (if please you) this shall be our plot 
We will not be of any occupation, 

Let such vile vassals, born to base vocation. 

Drudge in the world, and for their hvmg droil. 

Which have no wit to live withouten toil, 

But we will walk about the world at pleasure. 

Like two free men, and make our ease our treasure 
Free men some beggars call, but they be free. 

And they which call them so more beggars be , 

For they do swmk and sweat to feed the other. 

Who hve like lords of that which they do gather. 

And yet do never thank them for the same, 

But as their due by nature do it claim 
Such will we fashion both ourselves to be. 

Lords of the world, and so will wander free 
Whereso us listeth, uncontrolled of any 
Hard is our hap, if we (amongst so many) 

’Light not on some that may our state amend, 

Seldom but some good cometh ere the end ” 

Well seemed the ape to like this ordinance, 

Yet, well considering of the circumstance. 

As pausmg in great doubt, awhile he stayed, 

And afterwards with grave advisement said 
“I cannot, my lief brother, like but well 
The purpose of the complot which ye tell. 

For well I wot (compared to all the rest 
Of each degree) that beggars’ life is best 
And they, that think themselves the best of all. 
Oft-times to begging are content to fall 
But this I wot withal, that we shall run 
Into great danger, like to be undone. 
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Thus wildly to wander m the world's eye, 

Withouten passport or good warranty, 

For fear lest we like rogues should be reputed, 

And for ear-mark6d beasts abroad be bruited 
Therefore, I rede that we our counsels call, 

How to prevent this mischief ere it fall, 

And how we may,«'with most security, 

Beg amongst those that beggars do defy ” 

Right well, dear gossip, ye advised have,” 

(Said then the fox) “but I this doubt will save, 

For ere we farther pass I will devise 
A passport for us both in fittest wise, 

And by the names of soldiers us protect 
That now is thought a civil begging sect 
Be you the soldier, for you likest are 
For manly semblance, and small skill in war 
I will but wait on you, and, as occasion 
Falls out, myself fit for the same will fashion ” 

The passport ended, both they forward went. 

The ape clad soldier-like, fit for th' intent, 

In a blue jacket with a cross of red 
And many slits, as if that he had shed 
Much blood through many wounds therein received, 
Which had the use of his right arm bereaved 
Upon his head an old Scotch cap he wore, 

With a plume feather all to pieces tore 
His breeches were made after the new cut, 

Al Portugese, loose like an empty gut, 

And his hose broken high above the heeling, 

And his shoes beaten out with travelling 
But neither sword nor dagger he did bear. 

Seems that no foe's revengement he did fear 
Instead of them a handsome bat he held. 

On which he leaned, as one far in eld 

Shame light on him, that through so false illusion. 

Doth turn the name of soldiers to abusion, 

And that, which is the noblest mystery, 

Brmgs to reproach and common infamy f 
Long they thus travelled, yet never met 
Adventure which might them a-workmg set, 

Yet many ways they sought, and many tried, 

Yet for their purposes none fit espied 
At last they chanced to meet upon the way 
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A szmple husbandman in garments giay^ 

Yet though his vesture were but mean and base^ 

A good yeoman he was of honest place. 

And more for thrift did care than for gay clothing 
Gay without good is good hearts’ greatest loathing 
The fox him spying, had the ape him dight 
To play his part, for lo » he^psras in sight 
That (if he erred not,) should them entertain. 

And yield them timely profit for their pain 
Eftsoons the ape himself.gan up to rear. 

And on his shoulders high his bat to bear, 

As if good service he were fit to do. 

But little thrift for him he did it to 
And stoutly forward he his steps did strain. 

That hke a handsome swam it him became 
Whenas they mgh approached, that good man. 
Seeing them wander loosely, first began 
T’ mquire of custom, what and whence they were? 

To whom the ape, “I am a soldier. 

That late m wars have spent my dearest blood, 

And in long service lost both limbs and good. 

And now, constramed that trade to overgive, 

I driven am to seek some means to live 
Which might it you in pity please t’ afford, 

I would be ready, both m deed and word. 

To do you faithful service all my days 
This iron world ” (that same he weeping says) 

“Bnngs down the stoutest hearts to lowest state, 

For misery doth bravest minds abate, 

And make them seek for that they wont to scorn, 

Of fortune and of hope at once forlorn ” 

The honest man, that heard him thus complam, 

Was grieved as he had felt part of his pain. 

And, well disposed him some relief to show. 

Asked if m husbandry he aught did know. 

To plough, to plant, to reap, to rake, to sow. 

To hedge, to ditch, to thrash, to thatch, to mow^* 

Or to what labour else he was prepared. 

For husband’s life is laborous and hard? 

Whenas the ape him heard so much to talk 
Of labour, that did from his liking balk, 

He would have shpt the collar handsomely. 

And to him said “Good sir, full glad am I, 
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To take what pains may any living wight, 

But my late maimed limbs lack wonted might 
To do their kindly services as needeth 
Scarce this nght hand the mouth with diet feedeth. 
So that It may no painful work endure, 

Ne to strong labour can itself mure 
But if that any otjier place you have, 

Which asks small pains, but thnftiness to save, 

Or care to overlook, or trust to gather, 

Ye may me trust as your own ghostly father '' 

With that the husbandman gan him avise. 

That It for him were fittest exercise 
Cattle to keep, or grounds to oversee, 

And ask4d him, if he could willing be 
To keep his sheep, or to attend his swine, 

Or watch his mares, or take his charge of kine ^ 
Gladly" (said he) ‘‘whatever such-hke pain 
Ye put on me, I will the same sustain. 

But gladliest I of your fleecy sheep 

(Might it you please) would take on me the keep 

For ere that unto arms I me betook, 

Unto my father's sheep I used to look, 

That yet the skill thereof I have not lost 
Thereto right well this curdog, by my cost,” 
(Meaning the fox) “will serve my sheep to gather, 
And dnve to follow after their bell-wether ” 

The husbandman was meanly well content 
Tnal to make of his endeavourment, 

And, home him leadmg, lent to him the charge 
Of all his flock, with liberty full large, 

Givmg accompt of th' annual increase 
Both of their lambs, and of their woolly fleece 
Thus is this ape become a shepherd swam, 

And the false fox his dog (God give them pain ») 

For ere the year have half his course outrun, 

And do return from whence he first begun, 

They shall him make an ill accompt of thrift 
Now whenas Time, flying with winges swift, 

Expired had the term, that these two javels 
Should render up a reck'mng of their travels 
Unto their master, which it of them sought, 
Exceedingly they troubled were in thought, 

Ne wist what answer unto him to frame, 
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Ne how to 'scape great punishment, or shame, 

For their false treason and vile thievery 
For not a lamb of all their flock’s supply 
Had they to shew, but, ever as they bred. 

They slew them, and upon their fleshes fed. 

For that disguised dog loved blood to spill. 

And drew the wicked shepfeerd to his will 
So ’twixt them both they not a lambkin left. 

And when lambs failed the old sheep’s lives they reft. 
That how t’ acquit themselves unto their lord 
They were in doubt, and flatly set abord 
The fox then counselled th’ ape for to require 
Respite till morrow t’ answer his desire, 

For time’s delay new hope of help still breeds 
The goodman granted, doubting nought their deeds 
And bad next day that all should ready be 
But they more subtil meaning had than he. 

For the next morrow’s meed they closely meant. 

For fear of afterclaps, for to prevent 
And that same evening, when all shrouded were 
In careless sleep, they without care or fear 
Cruelly fell upon their flock in fold. 

And of them slew at pleasure what they wold 
Of which whenas they feasted had their fill. 

For a full complement of all their ill. 

They stole away, and took their hasty flight. 

Carried in clouds of all-concealmg night 
So was the husbandman left to his loss. 

And they unto their fortune’s change to toss 
After which sort they wandered long while. 

Abusing many through their cloaked guile. 

That at the last they gan to be descned 
Of every one, and all their sleights espied 
So as their beggmg now them fail6d quite. 

For none would give, but all men would them wite 
Yet would they take no pains to get their living, 

But seek some other way to gam by giving. 

Much like to begging, but much better named. 

For many beg which are thereof ashamed 
And now the fox had gotten him a gown, 

And th’ ape a cassock sidelong hanging down, 

For they their occupation meant to change. 

And now m other state abroad to range 
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For, since their soldier’s pass no better sped, 

They forged another, as for clerks book-read, 

Who passing forth, as their adventures fell. 
Through many haps, which needs not here to tell, 
At length chanced with a formal pnest to meet, 
Whom they m avil manner first did greet, 

And after asked am alms for God’s dear love 
The man straightway his choler up did move. 

And with reproachful terms gan them revile, 

For following that trade so base and vile, 

And asked what licence, or what pass they had^ 
'‘Ah^” (said the ape, as sighing wondrous sad) 

“It ’s an hard case, when men of good deserving 
Must either driven be perforce to stervmg. 

Or asked for their pass by every squib, 

That list at will them to revile or smb 
And yet (God wot) small odds I often see, 

’Twixt them that ask, and them that asked be 
Nath’less, because you shall not us misdeem, 

But that we are as honest as we seem, 

Ye shall our passport at your pleasure see, 

And then ye will (I hope) well mov6d be ” 

Which when the pnest beheld, he viewed it near, 
As if therem some text he studying were, 

But little else (God wot) could thereof skill, 

For read he could not evidence, nor will, 

Ne tell a written word, ne write a letter, 

Ne make one tittle worse, ne make one better 
Of such deep learning little had he need, 

Ne yet of Latm, ne of Greek, that breed 
Doubts ’mongst divines, and difference of texts. 
From whence anse diversity of sects, 

And hateful heresies, of God abhorred 
But this good sir did follow the plain word, 

Ne meddled with their controversies vain, 

All his care was, his service well to sayn, 

And to read hom’lies upon holidays, 

When that was done, he might attend his plays 
An easy life, and fit high God to please 
He, having overlooked their pass at -ease, 

Gan at the length them to rebuke agam> 

That no good trade of life did entertain. 

But lost their time in wand’nng loose abroad. 
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Seeing the worlds m which they bootless bode^ 

Had ways enough for all therein to live. 

Such grace did God unto his creatures give 
Said then the fox “Who hath the world not tried, 

From the right way full eath may wander wide 
We are but novices, new come abroad, 

We have not yet the tract of any trode, 

Nor on us taken any state c?f life, 

But ready are of any to make preif 

Therefore might please you, which the world have proved. 

Us to advise, which forth but lately moved. 

Of some good course that we might undertake. 

Ye shall for ever us your bondmen make " 

The pnest gan wex half proud to be so prayed. 

And thereby willing to afford them aid, 

“It seems (said he) “nght well that ye be clerks. 

Both by your witty words, and by your works 
Is not that name enough to make a living 
To him that hath a whit of Nature's giving^ 

How many honest men see ye anse 
Daily thereby, and grow to goodly pnze ? 

To deans, to archdeacons, to commissanes. 

To lords, to pnncipals, to prebendaries. 

All jolly prelates, worthy rule to bear. 

Whoever them envy yet spite bites near 
Why should ye doubt, then, but that ye likewise 
Might unto some of those m time arise ^ 

In the meantime to live in good estate. 

Loving that love, and hatmg those that hate, 

Being some honest curate, or some vicar 
Content with little m condition sicker " 

“Ah f but" (said th' ape) “the charge is wondrous great, 
To feed men's souls, and hath an heavy threat " 

“To feed men’s souls" (quoth he) “is not in man, 

For they must feed themselves, do what we can 
We are but charged to lay the meat before 
Eat they that list, we need to do no more 
But God it IS that feeds them with his grace. 

The bread of life poured down from heavenly place 
Therefore said he, that with the budding rod 
Did rule the Jews, AU shall he taught of God 
That same hath Jesus Chnst now to him raught. 

By whom the flock is nghtly fed, and taught 
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He IS the Shepherd, and the Pnest is he, 

We but his shepherd swains ordained to be 
Therefore herewith do not yourself dismay, 

Ne IS the pains so great, but bear ye may, 

For not so great, as it was wont of yore, 

It ’s nowadays, ne half so strait and sore 
They whilom us6d duly every day 
Their service and tfieir holy things to say, 

At morn and even, besides their anthems sweet, 
Their penny masses, and their complmes meet, 
Their dinges, their trentals, and their shrifts, 
Their memories, their singings, and their gifts 
Now all those needless works are laid away. 

Now once a week, upon the Sabbath day. 

It IS enough to do our small de\ otion. 

And then to follow any merry motion 
Ne are we tied to fast, but when we list, 

Ne to wear garments base of woollen twist. 

But with the finest silks us to array. 

That before God we may appear more gay. 
Resembling Aaron’s glory in his place 
For far unfit it is, that person base 
Should with vile clothes approach God’s majesty. 
Whom no uncleanness may approachen mgh, 

Or that all men, which any master serve, 

Good garments for their service should deserve. 
But he that serves the Lord of hosts most high. 
And that in highest place, t’ approach him nigh, 
And all the people’s prayers to present 
Before his throne, as on ambassage sent 
Both to and fro, should not deserve to wear 
A garment better than of wool or hair 
Beside, we may have lymg by our sides 
Our lovely lasses, or bright sLning brides 
We be not tied to wilful chastity. 

But have the gospel of free liberty ” 

By that he ended had his ghostly sermon. 

The fox was well induced to be a parson, 

And of the priest eftsoons gan to inquire, 

How to a benefice he might aspire 
Marry, there” (said the priest) “is art indeed 
Much good deep learning one thereout may read. 
For that the ground-work is, and end of all, 
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How to obtain a beneficial 

First, therefore, when ye have in handsome wise 

Yourself attir6d, as you can devise. 

Then to some nobleman yourself apply, 

Or other great one in the worldes eye, 

That hath a zealous disposition 

To God, and so to his rel^ion 

There must thou fashion eke a godly zeal. 

Such as no carpers may contrare reveal, 

For each thmg feigned ought more wary be 
There thou must walk m sober gravity. 

And seem as samt-like as Saint Radegund 
Fast much, pray oft, look lowly on the ground, 

And unto every one do courtesy meek 
These looks (nought saying) do a benefice seek, 

And be thou sure one not to lack ere long 
But if thee list unto the court to throng. 

And there to hunt after the hoped prey. 

Then must thou thee dispose another way 
For there thou needs must learn to laugh, to lie, 

To face, to forge, to scoff, to company, 

To crouch, to please, to be a beetle-stock 
Of thy great master’s will, to scorn, or mock 
So may’st thou chance mock out a benefice. 

Unless thou canst one conjure by device, 

Or cast a figure for a bishopric. 

And if one could, it were but a school trick 
These be the ways by which without reward 
Livings m court be gotten, though full hard. 

For nothing there is done without a fee 
The courtier needs must recompensed be 
With a benevolence, or have m gage 
The pnmitias of your parsonage 
Scarce can a bishopric forpass them by. 

But that It must be gelt in privity 
Bo not thou therefore seek a livmg there. 

But of more pnvate persons seek elsewhere. 

Whereas thou may’st compound a better penny, 

Ne let thy learning questioned be of any 
For some good gentleman, that hath the right 
Unto his church for to present a wight, 

Will cope with thee in reasonable wise. 

That if the living yearly do anse 
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To forty pound, that then his youngest son 
Shall twenty have, and twenty thou hast won 
Thou hast it won, for it is of frank gift, 

And he will care for all the rest to shift, 

Both that the bishop may admit of thee, 

And that therein thou may'st maintained be 
This IS the way for one that is unlearned 
Living to get, and not to be discerned 
But they, that are great clerks, have nearer ways, 

For learning sake to living them to raise. 

Yet many eke of them (God wot) are driven 

T’ accept a benefice in pieces riven 

How say’st thou (friend), have I not well discoursed 

Upon this common-place (though plain, not worst) ? 

Better a short tale than a bad long shriving 

Needs any more to learn to get a living 

‘‘Now sure, and by my halidom,’' (quoth he) 

“Ye a great master are in your degree 
Great thanks I yield you for your discipline, 

And do not doubt but duly to incline 
My wits thereto, as ye shall shortly hear 
The pnest him wished good speed, and well to fare 
So parted they, as either’s way them led 
But th’ ape and fox ere long so well them sped. 
Through the pnest’s wholesome counsel lately taught. 
And through their own fair handling wisely wrought, 
That they a benefice ’twixt them obtained, 

And crafty Reynold was a priest ordained. 

And th’ ape his parish clerk procured to be 
Then made they revel rout and goodly glee. 

But, ere long time had passed, they so ill 
Did order their affairs, that th' evil will 
Of all their pansh’ners they had constrained, 

Who to the Ordmary of them complamed, 

How foully they their offices abused. 

And them of cnmes and heresies accused, 

That pursuivants he often for them sent, 

But they neglected his commandement 
So long persisted obstmate and bold. 

Till at the length he published to hold 
A visitation, and them cited thither 
Then was high time their wits about to gather 
What did they then, but made a composition 
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With their next neighbour pnest^ for light condition, 
To whom their hvmg they resigned quite 
For a few pence, and ran away by night 
So passing through the country in disguise. 

They fled far off, where none nught them surprise. 
And after that long strayed here and there. 

Through every field and 4 >rest far and near. 

Yet never found occasion for their turn. 

But almost starved did much lament and mourn 
At last they chanced to meet upon the way 
The mule all deckt in goodly nch array. 

With bells and bosses that full loudly rung. 

And costly trappings that to ground down hung 
Lowly they him saluted in meek wise, 

But he through pride and fatness gan despise 
Their meanness, scarce vouchsafed them to requite 
Whereat the fox, deep groaning in his sprite. 

Said “Ah> Sir Mule, now blessed be the day. 

That I see you so goodly and so gay 
In your attires, and eke your silken hide 
Filled with round flesh, that every bone doth hide 
Seems that m fruitful pastures ye do live. 

Or Fortune doth you secret favour give ” 

‘‘Foohsh fox” (said the mule) “thy wretched need 
Praiseth the thing that doth thy sorrow breed 
For well I ween, thou canst not but envy 
My wealth, compared to thme own misery. 

That art so lean and meagre waxen late. 

That scarce thy legs uphold thy feeble gait ” 

“Ay mef” (said then the fox) “whom evil hap 
Unworthy m such wretchedness doth wrap, 

And makes the scorn of other beasts to be 
But rede (fair sir, of grace) from whence come ye. 

Or what of tidings you abroad do hear? 

News may perhaps some good unweetmg bear ” 
“From royal court I lately came” (said he), 

“Where all the bravery that eye may see, 

And all the happmess that heart desire, 

Is to be found he nothing can admire, 

That hath not seen that heaven's portraiture 
But tidmgs there is none, I you assure, 

Save that which common is, and known to all. 

That courtiers, as the tide, do nse and fall ” 
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‘^But tell us’’ (said the ape), “we do you pray, 

Who now m court doth bear the greatest sway, 
That, if such fortune do to us befall, 

We may seek favour of the best of alP " 

“Marry,” (said he) “the highest now in grace 
Be the wild beasts, that swiftest are in chase, 

For m their speedy course and nimble flight 
The lion now doth take the most delight, 

But chiefly joys on foot them to behold. 

Enchased with chain and circulet of gold 
So wild a beast so tame ytaught to be, 

And buxom to his bands, is joy to see, 

So well his golden circlet him beseemeth 
But his late chain his liege unmeet esteemeth. 

For so brave beasts she loveth best to see 
In the wild forest rangmg fresh and free 
Therefore if fortune thee in court to live. 

In case thou ever there wilt hope to thnve, 

To some of these thou must thyself apply, 

Else as a thistle-down in th’ air doth fly. 

So vainly shalt thou to and fro be tost. 

And lose thy labour and thy fruitless cost 
And yet full few which follow them, I see. 

For virtue's bare regard advanced be, 

But either for some gamful benefit. 

Or that they may for their own turns be fit 
Nath'less perhaps ye things may handle so. 

That ye may better thnve than thousands mo ” 
“But” (said the ape) “how shall we first come in. 
That after we may favour seek to wm? ” 

“How else” (said he) “but with a good bold face, 
And with big words, and with a stately pace, 

That men may think of you in general. 

That to be in you which is not at all 

For not by that which is, the world now deemeth, 

(As it was wont) but by that same that seemeth 

Ne do I doubt but that ye well can fashion 

Yourselves thereto, according to occasion 

So fare ye well, good courtiers may ye be I” 

So, proudly neighmg, from them parted he 
Then gan this crafty couple to devise. 

How for the court themselves they might aguise, 
For thither they themselves meant to address. 
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In hope to find there happier success 
So well they shifted, that the ape anon 
Himself had clothdd hke a gentleman. 

And the sly fox, as like to be his groom, 

That to the court m seemly sort they come, 

Where the fond ape, himself upreanng high 
Upon his tiptoes, stalketh,stately by, 

As if he were some great magmfico, 

And boldly doth amongst the boldest go, 

And his man Reynold, with fine counterfeasance. 
Supports his credit and his countenance 
Then gan the courtiers gaze on every side, 

And stare on him, with big looks basm-wide, 
Wond’nng what mister wight he was, and whence 
For he was clad in strange accoutrements. 

Fashioned with quaint devices, never seen 
In court before, yet there all fashions bene , 

Yet he them in newfangleness did pass. 

But his behaviour altogether was 
Alla Turchesca, much the more admired. 

And his looks lofty, as if he aspired 
To digmty and sdeigned the low degree. 

That all which did such strangeness m him see 
By secret means gan of his state inquire. 

And prnily his servant thereto hire 
Who, throughly armed against such coverture. 
Reported unto all, that he was sure 
A noble gentleman of high regard, 

Which through the world had with long travel fared. 
And seen the manners of all beasts on ground , 

Now here arrived, to see if hke he found 
Thus did the ape at first him credit gam, 

Which afterwards he wisely did maintain 
With gallant show, and daily more augment 
Through his fine feat&and courtly complement. 

For he could play, and dance, and vault, and spnng, 
And all that else pertains to revellmg. 

Only through kmdly aptness of his jomts 
Besides, he could do many other pomts. 

The which m court him served to good stead. 

For he ^mongst ladies could their fortunes read 
Out of their hands, and merry leasmgs tell, 

And juggle finely, that became him well 



176 MOTHER HUBBARD'S TALE 

But he so light was at legerdemain, 

That what he toucht came not to light again, 

Yet would he laugh it out, and proudly look, 

And tell them that they greatly him mistook 
So would he scoff them out with mockery, 

For he therein had great felicity, 

And with sharp quips joyed others to deface, 
Thinkmg that their disgracing did him grace 
So whilst that other like vain wits he pleased. 

And made to laugh, his heart was greatly eased 
But the right gentle mind would bite his lip 
To hear the javel so good men to mp. 

For, though the vulgar yield an open ear. 

And common courtiers love to gibe and fleer 
At everything which they hear spoken ill, 

And the best speeches with ill meaning spill, 

Yet the brave courtier, m whose beauteous thought 
Regard of honour harbours more than aught, 

Both loathe such base condition, to backbite 
Any's good name for envy or despite 
He stands on terms of honourable mind, 

Ne will be carried with the common wind 
Of court’s inconstant mutability, 

Ne after every tattling fable fly, 

But hears and sees the follies of the rest, 

And thereof gathers for himself the best 
He will not creep, nor crouch with feigned face, 

But walks upnght with comely steadfast pace. 

And unto all doth yield due courtesy, 

But not with kiss6d hand below the knee. 

As that same apish crew is wont to do 
For he disdains himself t’ embase thereto 
He hates foul leasings, and vile flattery, 

Two filthy blots in noble gentry. 

And loathful idleness he doth detest, 

The canker-worm of every gentle breast, 

The which to bamsh with fair exercise 
Of knightly feats, he daily doth devise, 

Noiv managmg the mouths of stubborn steeds. 

Now practismg the proof of warlike deeds, 

Now his bnght arms assajrmg, now his spear, 

Now the mgh aimdd ring away to bear 
At other times he casts to sue the chase 
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Of swift wild beasts, or run on foot a race, 

T' enlarge his breath (large breath in arms most needful), 
Or else by wrestling to wex strong and heedful, 

Or his stuff arms to stretch with yewen bow, 

And manly legs, still passing to and fro, 

Without a gown6d beast him fast beside, 

A vam ensample of the Persian pride, 

Who, after he had won th' Assynan foe, 

Did ever after scorn on foot to go 
Thus when this courtly gentleman with toil 
Himself hath wearied, he doth recoil 
Unto his rest, and there with sweet dehght 
Of music's skill revives his toiled sprite, 

Or else with loves, and ladies’ gentle sports, 

The joy of youth, himself he recomforts, 

Or lastly, when the body list to pause, 

His mind unto the Muses he withdraws 
Sweet lady Muses, ladies of delight. 

Delights of hfe, and ornaments of light » 

With whom he close confers with wise discourse, 

Of Nature's works, of heaven's contmual course. 

Of foreign lands, of people different. 

Of kmgdoms' change, of divers government. 

Of dreadful battles of renowned knights, 

With which he kmdleth his ambitious sprites 
To like desire and praise of noble fame. 

The only upshot whereto he doth aim 
For all his mind on honour fixed is. 

To which he levels all his purposes 
And m his prince’s service spends his days, 

Not so much for to gam, or for to raise 
Himself to high degree, as for His Grace, 

And in his liking to wm worthy place, 

Through due deserts and comely carnage, 

In whatso please employ his personage. 

That may be matter meet to gam him praise 
For he is fit to use in all assays. 

Whether for arms and warlike amenance. 

Or else for wise and civil governance 
For he is practised well in pohcy. 

And thereto doth his courtmg most apply 
To learn the mterdeal of pnnces strange, 

To mark th' mtent of counsels, and the change 
g^9 
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Of states, and eke of private men somewhile, 
Supplanted by fine falsehood and fair guile, 

Of all the which he gathereth what is fit 
T' enrich the storehouse of his powerful wit. 

Which through wise speeches and grave conference 
He daily ekes, and brings to excellence 
Such is the nghtfi;il courtier in his kind, 

But unto such the ape lent not his mind 
Such were for him no fit companions, 

Such would descry his lewd conditions, 

But the young lusty gallants he did choose 
To follow, meet to whom he might disclose 
His witless pleasance, and ill-pleasmg vein 
A thousand ways he them could entertain, 

With all the thriftless games that may be found. 
With mumming and with maskmg all around, 
With dice, with cards, with billiards far unfit, 
With shuttlecocks, misseeming manly wit, 

With courtesans, and costly riotise, 

Whereof still somewhat to his share did rise 
Nor, them to pleasure, would he sometimes scorn 
A pander's coat (so basely was he bom) 

Thereto he could fine loving verses frame, 

And play the poet oft But ah * for shame, 

Let not sweet poets' praise, whose only pnde 
Is virtue to advance, and vice dende, 

Be with the work of losels' wit defamed, 

Ne let such verses poetry be named 
Yet he the name on him would rashly take, 
Maugre the sacred Muses, and it make 
A servant to the vile affection 
Of such, as he depended most upon. 

And with the sugary sweet thereof allure 
Chaste ladies' ears to fantasies impuie 
To such dehghts the noble wits he led 
Which him relieved, and their vain humours fed 
With fruitless follies and unsound delights 
But if perhaps mto their noble spntes 
Desire of honour or brave thought of arms 
Did ever creep, then with his wicked charms 
And strong conceits he would it drive away; 

Ne sufier ^t to house there half a day 
And whenso love of letters did inspire 
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Their gentle wits, and kindle wise desire, 

That chiefly doth each noble mind adorn, 

Then he would scoff at learning, and eke scorn 
The sectaries thereof, as people base 
And simple men, which never came m place 
Of world's affairs, but, in dark comers mewed, 
Mutt'red of matters as thegr books them shewed, 
Ne other knowledge ever did attain. 

But with their gowns their gravity mamtam 
From them he would his impudent lewd speech 
Against God's holy mmisters oft reach. 

And mock divines and their profession 
What else then did he by progression. 

But mock high God himself, whom they profess^ 
But what cared he for God, or godliness^ 

All his care was himself how to advance. 

And to uphold his courtly countenance 
By all the cunnmg means he could devise 
Were it by honest ways, or otherwise, 

He made small choice, yet sure his honesty 
Got him small gams, but shameless flattery, 

And filthy brocage, and unseemly shifts. 

And borrow base, and some good ladies' gifts 
But the best help, which chiefly him sustamed. 
Was his man Reynold's purchase which he gamed 
For he was schooled by kind m all the skill 
Of close conveyance, and each practice ill 
Of cozenage and cleanly knavery, 

"Which oft maintained his master's bravery 
Besides, he used another slippery sleight. 

In taking on himself, m common sight, 

False personages fit for every stead, 

With which he thousands cleanly cozened 
Now like a merchant, merchants to deceive. 

With whom his credit he did often leave 
In gage for his gay master's hopeless debt 
Now hke a lawyer, when he land would let, 

Or sell fee-simples m his master's name. 

Which he had never, nor aught like the same 
Then would he be a broker, and draw m 
Both wares and money, by exchange to win 
Then would he seem a fanner, that would sell 
Bargains of woods, which he did lately fell. 
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Or corn, or cattle, or such other ware, 

Thereby to cozen men not well aware 
Of all the which there came a secret fee, 

To th’ ape, that he his countenance might be 
Besides all this, he used oft to beguile 
Poor suitors, that in court did haunt somewhile, 
For he would learn their business secretly, 

And then inform his master hastily. 

That he by means might cast them to prevent, 
And beg the suit the which the other meant 
Or otherwise false Reynold would abuse 
The simple suitor, and wish him to choose 
His master, being one of great regard 
In court, to compass any suit not hard, 

In case his pains were recompensed with reason 
So would he work the silly man by treason 
To buy his master’s fnvolous good will, 

That had not power to do him good or ill 
So pitiful a thing is suitor's state ^ 

Most miserable man, whom wicked fate 
Hath brought to court, to sue for had-I-wist, 

That few have found, and many one hath missed * 
Full little knowest thou, that hast not tried. 

What hell it is in suing long to bide 

To lose good days, that might be better spent, 

To waste long nights in pensive discontent, 

To speed to-day, to be put back to-morrow, 

To feed on hope, to pine with fear and sorrow, 

To have thy prmce’s grace, yet want her peers’ , 
To have thy asking, yet wait many years. 

To fret thy soul with crosses and with cares, 

To eat thy heart through comfortless despairs, 

To fawn, to crouch, to wait, to ride, to run, 

To spend, to give, to want, to be undone 
Unhappy wight, bom to disastrous end. 

That doth his life in so long ’tendance spend ^ 
Whoever leaves sweet home, where mean estate 
In safe assurance, without strife or hate, 

Fmds all thmgs needful for contentment meek, 
And will to court for shadows vain to seek, 

Or hope to gam, himself will a daw try 
That curse God send unto mine enemy ’ 

For none but such as this bold ape, unblest, 
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Can ever thrive in that unlucky quest. 

Or such as hath a Reynold to his man, 

That by his shifts his master furnish can 
But yet this fox could not so closely hide 
His crafty feats, but that they were descned 
At length by such as sate in justice seat. 

Who for the same him fouily did entreat, 

And having worthily him punished. 

Out of the court for ever banished 

And now the ape, wantmg his huckster man, 

That wont provide his necessaries, gan 
To grow into great lack, ne could uphold 
His countenance in those his garments old, 

Ne new ones could he easily provide, 

Though all men hun uncasid gan deride. 

Like as a puppet placed in a play, 

Whose part once past all men bid take away 
So that he dnven was to great distress. 

And shortly brought to hopeless wretchedness 
Then, closely as he might, he cast to leave 
The Court, not asking any pass or leave. 

But ran away in his rent rags by night, 

Ne ever stayed in place, ne spake to wight. 

Till that the fox, his copesmate, he had found, 

To whom complaining his unhappy stound. 

At last again with him in travel joined. 

And with him fared some better chance to find 
So m the world long time they wandered, 

And mickle want and hardness suffer6d, 

That them repented much so foohshly 
To come so far to seek for misery. 

And leave the sweetness of contented home, 

Though eating hips, and dnnking watery foam 
Thus as they them complam6d to and fro, 

Whilst through the forest reckless they did go, 

Lo f where they spied, how, m a gloomy glade, 

The hon sleeping lay m secret shade^^ 

His crown and sceptre lying him beside. 

And having doffed for heat his dreadful hide 
Which when they saw, the ape was sore afraid. 

And would have fled with terror all dismayed, 

But him the fox with hardy words did stay, 

And bad him put all cowardice away 
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For now was time (if ever they would hope) 

To aim their counsels to the fairest scope, 

And them for ever highly to advance, 

In case the good, which their own happy chance 
Them freely offered, they would wisely take 
Scarce could the ape yet speak, so did he quake, 

Yet, as he could, he. asked how good might grow 
Where nought but dread and death do seem in show^ 
“Now,’' (said he) “whiles the lion sleepeth sound, 
May we his crown and mace take from the ground, 
And eke his skin, the terror of the wood, 

Wherewith we may ourselves (if we think good) 

Make kings of beasts, and lords of forests all 
Subject unto that power impenal ” 

“Ah* but” (said the ape) “who is so bold a wretch. 
That dare his hardy hand to those outstretch, 
Whenas he knows his meed, if he be spied, 

To be a thousand deaths, and shame beside?” 

“Fond ape*” (said then the fox) “into whose breast 
Never crept thought of honour, nor brave gest. 

Who will not venture life a king to be. 

And rather rule and reign m sovereign see. 

Than dwell in dust inglorious and base, 

Where none shall name the number of his placed 
One joyous hour in blissful happmess, 

I choose before a life of wretchedness 
Be therefore counselled herein by me, 

And shake off this vile-hearted cowardry 
If he awake, yet is not death the next, 

For we may colour it with some pretext 
Of this, or that, that may excuse the crime 
Else we may fly, thou to a tree may’st climb, 

And I creep imderground, both from his reach 
Therefore be ruled to do as I do teach ” 

The ape, that erst did nought but chill and quake, 
Now gan some courage unto him to take. 

And was content to attempt that enterpnse, 

Tickled with glory and rash covetise 
But first gan question, whether should essay 
Those royal ornaments to steal away 
“Marry, that shall yourself,” (quoth he thermo) 

“For ye be fine and nimble it to do, 

Of all the beasts, which m the forests be. 
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Is not a fitter for this turn than ye 

Therefore^ my own dear brother, take good heart, 

And ever think a kingdom is your part ” 

Loth was the ape, though praised, to adventer, 

Yet faintly gan into his work to enter. 

Afraid of every leaf that stirred him by, 

And every stick that unc^rneath did he. 

Upon his tiptoes nicely he upwent. 

For making noise, and still his ear he lent 
To every sound that under heaven blew. 

Now went, now stopt, now crept, now backward drew. 
That it good sport had been him to have eyed 
Yet at the last, (so well he him applied) 

Through his fine handlmg, and his cleanly play, 

He all those royal signs had stohn away. 

And with the fox’s help them home aside 
Into a secret corner unespied 
Whither whenas they came they fell at words. 
Whether of them should be the lord of lords 
For th’ ape was strifeful, and ambitious, 

And the fox guileful, and most covetous, 

That neither pleased was to have the reign 
^Twixt them divided into even twain, 

But either (algates) would be lords alone, 

For love and lordship bide no paragon 
“I am most worthy,” (said the ape) “sith I 
For It did put my life in jeopardy 
Thereto I am in person and in stature 
Most like a man, the lord of every creature, 

So that It seemeth I was made to reign. 

And born to be a kingly sovereign ” 

“Nay” (said the fox), “Sir Ape, you are astray 
For though to steal the diadem away 
Were the work of your nimble hand, yet I 
Did first devise the plot by policy. 

So that it wholly spnngeth from my wit 
For which also I claim myself more fit 
Than you to rule, for government of state 
Will without wisdom soon be ruinate 
And where ye claim yourself for outward shape 
Most like a man, man is not like an ape 
In his chief parts, that is, in wit and spirit, 

But I therein most like to him do merit. 
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For my sly wiles and subtil craftiness, 

The title of the kingdom to possess 
Nath'less (my brother) since we passed are 
Unto this point, we will appease our jar, 

And I with reason meet will rest content, 

That ye shall have both crown and government. 
Upon condition, that ye ruled be 
In all affairs, and counselled by me. 

And that ye let none other ever draw 
Your mind from me, but keep this as a law 
And hereupon an oath unto me plight '' 

The ape was glad to end the strife so light. 

And thereto swore, for who would not oft swear, 
And oft unswear, a diadem to bear^ 

Then freely up those royal spoils he took, 

Yet at the lion's skin he inly quook, 

But It dissembled, and upon his head 
The crown, and on his back the skin he did, 

And the false fox him helped to array 
Then when he was all dight he took his way 
Into the forest, that he might be seen 
Of the wild beasts m his new glory sheen 
There the two first whom he encountered were 
The sheep and th' ass, who, stricken both with fear, 
At sight of him, gan fast away to fly. 

But unto them the fox aloud did cry, 

And in the king's name bad them both to stay. 
Upon the pam that thereof follow may 
Hardly, nath’less, were they restrained so. 

Till that the fox forth toward them did go, 

And there dissuaded them from needless fear, 

For that the king did favour to them bear. 

And therefore dreadless bad them come to court, 
For no wild beasts should do them any tort 
There or abroad, ne would his Majesty 
Use them but well, with gracious clemency, 

As whom he knew to him both fast and true 
So he persuaded them, with homage due 
Themselves to humble to the ape prostrate, 

Who, gently to them bowmg in his gait, 

Received them with cheerful entertain 
Thenceforth proceeding with his pnncely tram. 

He shortfy met the tiger, and the boar, 
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Which with the simple camel rag4d sore 
In bitter words, seeking to take occasion 
Upon his fleshly corpse to make mvasion 
But soon as they this mock-king did espy. 

Their troublous strife they stinted by and by, 

Thinking indeed that it the lion was 
He then, to prove whethy his power would pass 
As current, sent the fox to them straightway. 
Commanding them their cause of strife bewray, 

And, if that wrong on either side there were, 

That he should warn the wronger to appear 
The morrow next at court, it to defend. 

In the meantime upon the king t’ attend 
The subtil fox so well his message said. 

That the proud beasts him readily obeyed 
Whereby the ape in wondrous stomach wox. 

Strongly encouraged by the crafty fox. 

That king indeed himself he shortly thought, 

And all the beasts him feared as they ought, 

And followed unto his palace high. 

Where taking conge, each one by and by 
Departed to his l^ome m dreadful awe, 

Full of the feared sight which late they saw. 

The ape, thus seized of the regal throne, 

Eftsoons by counsel of the fox alone, 

Gan to provide for all things in assurance. 

That so his rule might longer have endurance 
First to his gate he ’pointed a strong guard, 

That none might enter but with issue heard 
Then, for the safeguard of his personage, 

He did appoint a warlike equipage 
Of foreign beasts, not in the forest bred, 

But part by land and part by water fed, 

For t 3 n:anny is with strange aid supported 
Then unto him all monstrous beasts resorted. 

Bred of two kinds, as griffons, minotaurs. 

Crocodiles, dragons, beavers, and centaurs 
With those himself he stren^h’ned nughtily. 

That fear he need no force of enemy 
Then gan he rule and tyrannize at will. 

Like as the fox did guide his graceless skill, 

And all wild beasts made vassals of his pleasures. 

And with their spoils enlarged his private treasures 

♦ 0879 
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No care of justice^ nor no rule of reason, 

No temperance, nor no regard of season, 

Did thenceforth ever enter m his mind, 

But cruelty, the sign of currish kind. 

And sdeignfui pnde, and wilful arrogance 
Such follows those whom Fortune doth advance 
But the false fox most kindly played his part, 
For whatsoever mother-wit or art 
Could work, he put m proof no practice sly, 

No counterpoint of cunning policy. 

No reach, no breach, that might him profit bring. 
But he the same did to his purpose wring 
Nought suffered he the ape to give or grant. 

But through his hand must pass the fiant 
All offices, all leases by him leapt, 

And of them all whatso he liked he kept 
Justice he sold mjustice for to buy. 

And for to purchase for his progeny 
111 might It prosper that ill gotten was. 

But, so he got It, little did he pass 
He fed his cubs with fat of all the soil, 

And with the sweat of others’ sweating toil, 

He crammed them with crumbs of benefices. 

And filled their mouths with meeds of malefices 
He clothed them with all colours, save white. 

And loaded them with lordships and with might, 
So much as they were able well to bear, 

That with the weight their backs nigh broken were 
He chaff’red chairs in which churchmen were set, 
And breach of laws to privy farm did let 
No statute so established might be. 

Nor ordinance so needful, but that he 
Would violate, though not with violence, 

Yet under colour of the confidence 
The which the ape reposed in him alone. 

And reckoned him the kingdom’s corner-stone 
And evei^ when he aught would bring to pass, 

His long experience the platform was 

And, when he aught not pleasing would put by, 

The cloak was care of thrift, and husbandry, 

For to increase the common treasure’s store, 

But his own treasure he increased more. 

And lifted up his lofty towers thereby, 
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That they began to threat the neighbour sky. 

The whiles the prince's palaces fell fast 
To ruin (for what thing can ever last 
And whilst the other peers, for poverty, 

Were forced their ancient houses to let lie. 

And their old castles to the ground to fall, 

Which their forefathers, famous over-all, 

Had founded for the kingdom’s ornament, 

And for their memory's long monument 
But he no count made of nobihty, 

Nor the wild beasts whom arms did glonfy, 

The realm's chief strength and garland of the crown 
All these through feigned cnmes he thrust adown, 
Or made them dwell m darkness of disgrace. 

For none, but whom he list, might come in place 
Of men of arms he had but small regard, 

But kept them low, and stram^d very hard 
For men of learning little he esteemed. 

His wisdom he above their learmng deemed 
As for the rascal commons least he cared. 

For not so common was his bounty shared 
‘'Let God,” (said he) “if please, care for the many, 
I for myself must care before else any ” 

So did he good to none, to many ill, 

So did he all the kingdom rob and pill. 

Yet none durst speak, ne none durst of him plain. 
So great he was in grace, and rich through gam 
Ne would he any let to have access 
Unto the prince, but by his own address. 

For all that else did come were sure to fail 
Yet would he further none but for avail. 

For on a time the sheep, to whom of yore 
The fox had promised of fnendship store, 

What time the ape the kmgdom first did gain, 

Came to the court, her case there to complain, 

How that the wolf, her mortal enemy, 

Had sithence slam her lamb most csnelly. 

And therefore craved to come unto the king. 

To let him know the order of the thing 
“Soft, goody sheep'” (then said the fox) “not so 
Unto the king so rash ye may not go. 

He is with greater matter busi6d 

Than a lamb, or the lamb's own mother's head 



i88 


MOTHER HUBBARD'S TALE 

Ncj certes^ may I take it well in part^ 

That ye my cousin wolf so foully thwart. 

And seek with slander his good name to blot, 

For there was cause, else do it he would not 
Therefore surcease, good dame, and hence depart ** 

So went the sheep away with heavy heart 
So many mo, so evety one was used. 

That to give largely to the box refused 
Now when high Jove, in whose almighty hand 
The care of kings and power of empires stand, 

Sitting one day within his turret high, 

From whence he views, with his black-lidded eye, 
Whatso the heaven in his wide vault contains. 

And all that in the deepest earth remains, 

And troubled kmgdom of wild beasts beheld. 

Whom not their kindly sovereign did weld. 

But an usurpmg ape, with guile suborned, 

Had all subversed, he sdeignfully it scorned 
In his great heart, and hardly did refrain. 

But that with thunderbolts he had him slain, 

And driven down to hell, his duest meed 
But, him avising, he that dreadful deed 
Forbore, and rather chose with scornful shame 
Him to avenge, and blot his brutish name 
Unto the world, that never after any 
Should of his race be void of infamy. 

And his false counsellor, the cause of all. 

To damn to death, or dole perpetual, 

From whence he never should be quit, nor stalled 
Forthwith he Mercury unto him called, 

And bad him fly with never-resting speed 
Unto the forest, where wild beasts do breed, 

And there mquinng privily, to learn 

What did of late chance happen to the lion stern. 

That he ruled not the empire, as he ought ^ 

And whence were all those plaints unto him brought 
Of wrongs, and spoils, by savage beasts committed? 
Which done, he bad the lion be remitted 
Into his seat, and those same treachours vile 
Be pumshed for their presumptuous guile 
The son of Maia, soon as he received 
That word, straight with his azure wings he dleaved 
5 The liquid douds, and lucid firmament, 
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Ne stayed, till that he came with steep descent 
Unto the place where his prescript did show 
There stooping, like an arrow from a bow. 

He soft arrived on the grassy plain. 

And fairly paced forth with easy pain. 

Till that unto the palace nigh he came 
Then gan he to himself yew shape to frame, 

And that fair face, and that ambrosial hue. 

Which wonts to deck the gods’ immortal crew 
And beautify the shiny firmament, 

He defied, unfit for that rude rabblement 
So, standing by the gates in strange disguise, 

He gan inquire of some in secret wise, 

Both of the king, and of his government. 

And of the fox, and his false blandishment 
And evermore he heard each one complain 
Of foul abuses both in realm and reign. 

Which yet to prove more true he meant to see. 

And an eye-witness of each thing to be 
Then on his head his dreadful hat he dight, 

Which maketh him invisible in sight, 

And mocketh th’ eyes of all the lookers on, 

Makmg them think it but a vision 

Through power of that he runs through enemies’ sw erds , 

Through power of that he passeth through the herds 

Of ravenous wild beasts, and doth beguile 

Their greedy mouths of the expected spoil, 

Through power of that his cunning thieveries 
He wonts to work, that none the same espies, 

And, through the power of that, he putteth on 
What shape he list m apparition 
That on his head he wore, and m his hand 
He took Caduceus, his snaky wand. 

With which the damned ghosts he govemeth, 

And furies rules, and Tartare tempereth 
With that he causeth sleep to seize the eyes. 

And fear the hearts of all his enemies. 

And, when him list, an universal iKght 
Throughout the world he makes on every wight , 

As when his sire with Alcumena lay 
Thus dight, into the court he took his way, 

Both through the guard, which never him desened. 
And through the watchmen, who him never spied 
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Thenceforth he passed into each secret part, 

Whereas he saw, that sorely grieved his heart. 

Each place abounding with foul injuries, 

And filled with treasure racked with robberies, 

Each place defiled with blood of guiltless beasts, 
Which had been slam to serve the ape's behests 
Gluttony, mahce, pr?.de, and covetise, 

And lawlessness reigmng with riotise. 

Besides the infinite extortions. 

Done through the fox's great oppressions, 

That the complaints thereof could not be told 
Which when he did with loathful eyes behold, 

He would no more endure, but came his way, 

And cast to seek the lion where he may. 

That he might work the avengement for this shame 
On those two caitives, which had bred him blame 
And, seeking all the forest busily, 

At last he found, where sleeping he did lie 
The wicked weed, which there the fox did lay, 

From underneath his head he took away, 

And then him waking, forced up to rise 
The lion looking up gan him avise, 

As one late in a trance, what had of long 
Become of him for fantasy is strong 
“Anse," (said Mercury) ^‘thou sluggish beast, 

That here liest senseless, like the corpse deceased. 

The whilst thy kingdom from thy head is rent, 

And thy throne royal with dishonour blent 
Anse, and do thyself redeem from shame, 

And be avenged on those that breed thy blame " 
Thereat enraged, soon he gan upstart, 

Gnnding his teeth, and grating his great heart. 

And, rousing up himself, for his rough hide 
He gan to reach, but nowhere it espied 
Therewith he gan full terribly to roar, 

And chafed at that mdigmty right sore 

But when his crown and sceptre both he wanted. 

Lord ! how'^ tie fumed, and swelled, and raged, and panted , 
And threat'ned death, and thousand deadly dolours. 
To them that had purloined his princely honours 
With that m haste, disrobdd as he was, 

He toward his own palace forth did pass , 

And all the way he roar6d as he went, 
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That all the forest with astonishment 
Thereof did tremble, and the beasts therein 
Fled fast away from that so dreadful dm 
At last he came unto his mansion. 

Where all the gates he found fast locked anon, 

And many warders round about them stood 
With that he roared alou(i^ as he were wood, 

That all the palace quaked at the stound. 

As if It quite were nven from the ground, 

And all within were dead and heartless left 
And th’ ape himself, as one whose wits were reft, 

Fled here and there, and every comer sought. 

To hide himself from his own feared thought 
But the false fox, when he the lion heard. 

Fled closely forth, straightway of death afeard. 

And to the lion came, full lowly creeping, 

With feigned face, and wat’ry e3me half weeping, 

T^ excuse his former treason and abusion. 

And turning all unto the ape’s confusion 
Nath’less the royal beast forbore believing, 

But bad him stay at ease till further prievmg 
Then, when he saw no entrance to him granted, 
Roanng yet louder that all hearts it daunted, 

Upon those gates with force he fiercely flew, 

And, rending them in pieces, felly slew 
Those warders strange, and all that else he met 
But th’ ape still flying he nowhere might get 
From room to room, from beam to beam he fled 
All breathless, and for fear now almost dead. 

Yet him at last the lion spied, and caught. 

And forth with shame unto his judgement brought 
Then all the beasts he caused assembled be. 

To hear their doom, and sad ensample see 
The fox, first author of that treachery. 

He did uncase, and then away let fly 

But th’ ape’s long tail (which then he had) he quite 

Cut ofl, and both ears pared of their height. 

Since which all apes but half their ears have Ieft„ 

And of their tails are utterly bereft 
So Mother Hubbard her discourse did end,. 

Which pardon me, if I amiss have penned. 

For weak was my remembrance it to hold, 

And bad her tongue that it so bluntly told 
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I 

Ye heavenly spirits, whose ashy cinders lie 
Under deep ruins, with huge walls opprest, 

But not your praise, the which shall never die 
Through your fair verses, ne in ashes rest, 

If so be shrilling voice of wight alive 

May reach from hence to depth of darkest hell, 

Then let those deep abysses open rive, 

That ye may understand my shrieking yell 
Thrice having seen under the heavens' veil 
Your tombs’ devoted compass over-all, 

Thrice unto you with loud voice I appeal, 

And for your antique fury here do call, 

The whiles that I with sacred horror sing 
Your glory, fairest of all earthly things 

II 

Great Babylon her haughty walls will praise, 

And sharped steeples high shot up m air, 

Greece will the old Ephesian buildings blaze, 

And Nilus’ nurslings their pyramides fair 
The same yet vauntmg Greece will tell the story 
Of Jove’s great image m Olympus placed, 

Mausolus’ work will be the Carians’ glory, 

And Crete will boast the labyrinth, now rased 
The antique Rhodian will likewise set forth 
The great Colosse, erect to Memory, 

And what else in the world is of like worth, 

Some greater learned wit will magnify 
But I wi??! sing above all monuments 
Seven Roman Hills, the world’s Seven Wonderments 

III 

Thou stranger, which for Rome in Rome here seekest, 
And nought of Rome m Rome perceiv'st at all, 

192 
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These same old walls, old arches, which thou seest, 

Old palaces, is that which Rome men call 
Behold what wreck, what rum, and what waste, 

And how that she, which with her mighty power 
Tamed all the world, hath tamed herself at last, 

The prey of Time, which all things doth devour ^ 

Rome now of Rome is th\only funeral. 

And only Rome of Rome hath victory, 

Ne aught save Tiber hastening to his fall 
Remains of all 0 world’s inconstancy ^ 

That which is firm doth flit and fall away, 

And that is flitting doth abide and stay 


She, whose high top above the stars did soar, 

One foot on Thetis, th’ other on the Morning, 

One hand on Scythia, th’ other on the Moor, 

Both heaven and earth m roundness compassmg, 

Jove fearing, lest if she should greater grow. 

The giants old should once again upnse, 

Her whelmed with hills, these seven hills, which be now 
Tombs of her greatness which did threat the skies 
Upon her head he heapt Mount Satumal, 

Upon her belly th’ antique Palatine, 

Upon her stomach laid Mount Qmnnal, 

On her left hand the noisome Esquilme, 

And Cselian on the right, but both her feet 
Mount Viminal and Aventme do meet 

V 

Who lists to see whatever nature, art. 

And heaven could do, 0 Rome ^ thee let him see. 

In case thy greatness he can guess in heart. 

By that which but the picture is of thee 
Rome IS no more but if the shade of Rome 
May of the body yield a seeming sight, 

It ’s like a corse drawn forth out of ^he tomb 

By magic skill out of eternal night 

The corpse of Rome in ashes is entombed, 

And her great spirit, rejoined to the spirit 
Of this great mass, is in the same enwombed. 

But her brave wntings, which her famous merit 
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In spite of Time out of the dust doth rear, 

Do make her idol through the world appear 

VI 

Such as the Berecynthian goddess bright, 

In her swift chanot with high turrets crowned, 
Proud that so many gods she brought to light, 

Such was this city ifi her good days found 
This city, more than that great Phrygian mother 
Renowned for fruit of famous progeny, 

Whose greatness by the greatness of none other, 

But by herself, her equal match could see 
Rome only might to Rome compared be. 

And only Rome could make great Rome to tremble 
So did the gods by heavenly doom decree. 

That other earthly power should not resemble 
Her that did match the whole earth’s puissance. 
And did her courage to the heavens advance 

VII 

Ye sacred rums, and ye tragic sights, 

Which only do the name of Rome retain. 

Old monuments, which of so famous sprites 
The honour yet m ashes do maintain 
Tnumphant arcs, spires, neighbours to the sky, 

That you to see doth th’ heaven itself appal, 

Alas f by little ye to nothing fly. 

The people’s fable, and the spoil of all 
And though your frames do for a time make war 
’Gainst Time, yet Time in time shall rumate 
Your works and names, and your last relics mar 
My sad desires, rest therefore moderate 
For if that Time make end of thmgs so sure. 

It als will end the pam which I endure 

VIII 

Through arms and vassals Rome the world subdued. 
That one ifould ween that one sole city’s strength 
Both land and sea m roundness had surviewed, 

To be the measure of her breadth and length 
This people’s virtue yet so fruitful was 
Of virtuous nephews, that posterity, 

Striving m power their grandfathers to pass. 
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The lowest earth joined to the heaven high, 

To th’ end that, having all parts m their power, 
Nought from the Roman Empire might be quight, 
And that though Time doth commonwealths devour 
Yet no time should so low embase their height, 

That her head, earthed m her foundations deep, 
Should not her name auid endless honour keep 

IX 

Ye cruel stars, and eke ye gods unkmd. 

Heaven envious, and bitter stepdame Nature’ 

Be It by fortune, or by course of kmd. 

That ye do weld th’ affairs of earthly creature. 

Why have your hands long sithence travailed 
To frame this world that doth endure so long^ 

Or why were not these Roman palaces 
Made of some matter no less firm and strong^ 

I say not, as the common voice doth say. 

That all things which beneath the moon have bemg 
Are temporal, and subject to decay 
But I say rather, though not all agreemg 
With some that ween the contrary m thought, 
That all this whole shall one day come to nought 

X 

As that brave son of -^son, which by charms 
Achieved the Golden Fleece in Colchid land. 

Out of the earth engendered men of arms 
Of dragon’s teeth, sown in the sacred sand. 

So this brave town, that m her youthly days 
An hydra was of wamors glorious. 

Did fill with her renown6d nurslmgs’ praise 
The fiery sun’s both one and other house 
But they at last, there bemg then not hvmg 
An Hercules so rank seed to repress. 

Amongst themselves with cruel fury stnvmg. 

Mowed down themselves with slaughter merciless. 
Renewing m themselves that rag^unkmd, 

Which whilom did those earthborn brethren bimd 

XI 

Mars, shammg to have given so great head 
To his offsprmg, that mortal puissance. 



THE RUINS OF ROME 


Puffed up with pnde of Roman hardihead, 

Seemed above heaven’s power itself to advance, 
Cooling again his former kindled heat, 

With which he had those Roman spirits filled. 

Did blow new fire, and with enflam6d breath 

Into the Gothic cold hot rage instilled 

Then gan that nat^pn, th’ earth’s new giant brood. 

To dart abroad the thunderbolts of war, 

And beating down these walls with furious mood 
Into her mother’s bosom, all did mar. 

To th’ end that none, all were it Jove his sire. 
Should boast himself of the Romane Empire 

XII 

Like as whilom the children of the earth 
Heaped hills on hills to scale the starry sky. 

And fight against the gods of heavenly birth, 

Whiles Jove at them his thunderbolts let fly. 

All suddenly with lightning overthrown, 

The furious squadrons down to ground did fall, 

That th’ earth under her children’s weight did groan, 
And th’ heavens in glory triumphed over all 
So did that haughty front, which heaped was 
On these seven Roman hills, itself uprear 
Over the world, and hft her lofty face 
Against the heaven, that gan her force to fear 
But now these scomdd fields bemoan her fall. 

And gods secure fear not her force at all 

XIII 

Nor the swift fury of the flames aspinng. 

Nor the deep wounds of victor’s raging blade. 

Nor ruthless spoil of soldiers blood-desinng. 

The which so oft thee (Rome) their conquest made, 
Ne stroke on stroke of Fortune vanable, 

Ne rust of age hatmg continuance. 

Nor wrafli of gods, nor spite of men unstable. 

Nor thou opposed against thine own puissance. 

Nor th’ horrible uproar of winds high blowmg. 

Nor swellmg streams of that god snaky-paced. 

Which hath so often with his overflowing 
Thee drenched, have thy pride so much abased. 
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But that this nothings which they have thee left. 
Makes the world wonder what they from thee reft 

XIV 

As men in summer fearless pass the ford 
Which IS m winter lord of all the plain, 

And with his tumbling streams doth bear aboard 
The ploughman’s hope and shepherd’s labour vam 
And as the coward beasts use to despise 
The noble lion after his life’s end, 

Whettmg their teeth, and with vam foolhardise 
Daring the foe that cannot him defend 
And as at Troy most dastards of the Greeks 
Did brave about the corpse of Hector cold, 

So those, which whilom wont with pallid cheeks 
The Roman triumphs’ glory to behold, 

Now on these ashy tombs shew boldness vain, 

And, conquered, dare the conqueror disdain 

XV 

Ye pallid spirits, and ye ashy ghosts, 

Which, joymg in the brightness of your day. 

Brought forth those signs of your presumptuous boasts 
Which now their dusty relics do bewray. 

Tell me, ye spirits (sith the darksome nver 
Of Styx, not passable to souls retummg. 

Enclosing you in thnce three wards for ever. 

Do not restrain your images still mourmng), 

Tell me then (for perhaps some one of you 
Yet here above him secretly doth hide), 

Do ye not feel your torments to accrue. 

When ye sometimes behold the ruined pride 
Of these old Roman works, built with your hands, 
Now to become nought else but heaped sands ^ 

XVI 

Like as ye see the wrathful sea from far 
In a great mountain heapt with hideous noise, 
Eftsoons of thousand billows should’red near, 

Against a rock to break with dreadful poise 
Like as ye see fell Boreas with sharp blast 
Tossmg huge tempests through the troubled sky, 
Eftsoons having his wide wings spent m waste. 
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To stop his weary career suddenly 
And as ye see huge flames spread diversly. 

Gathered m one up to the heavens to spire, 

Eftsoons consumed to fall down feebily. 

So whilom did this monarchy aspire, 

As waves, as wind, as fire, spread over all. 

Till It by fatal dopm adown did fall 

XVII 

So long as Jove’s great bird did make his flight. 
Bearing the fire with which heaven doth us fray, 
Heaven had not fear of that presumptuous might. 
With which the giants did the gods assay, 

But all so soon as scorchmg sun had brent 
His wings which wont the earth to overspread. 

The earth out of her massy womb forth sent 
That antique horror, which made heaven adread 
Then was the German raven in disguise 
That Roman eagle seen to cleave asunder. 

And towards heaven freshly to arise 
Out of these mountams, now consumed to powder, 
In which the fowl that serves to bear the lightning 
Is now no more seen flying, nor alighting 

xvin 

These heaps of stones, these old walls, which ye see. 
Were first enclosures but of savage soil. 

And these brave palaces, which mast’red be 
Of Time, were shepherds’ cottages somewhile 
Then took the shepherds kingly ornaments. 

And the stout hind armed his right hand with steel 
Eftsoons their rule of yearly presidents 
Grew great, and six months greater a great deal. 
Which, made perpetual, rose to so great might. 

That thence th’ imperial eagle rooting took, 

Till th’ heaven itself, opposing ’gainst her might. 

Her power to Peter’s successor betook. 

Who, sl^pherd-like, (as fates the same foreseeing) 
Doth shew that all things turn to their first being 

XIX 

All that IS perfect, which th’ heaven beautifies, 

All that ’s imperfect, born below the moon, 
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All that doth feed our spirits and our eyes. 

And all that doth consume our pleasures soon, 

All the mishap the which our days outwears, 

All the good hap of th’ oldest times afore, 

Rome, in the time of her great ancestors. 

Like a Pandora, locked long in store 
But Destiny this huge chaos turmoihng, 

In which all good and evil was enclosed. 

Their heavenly virtues from these woes assoilmg, 
Carried to heaven, from sinful bondage losed, 

But their great sms, the causers of their pam. 

Under these antique rums yet remain 

XX 

No otherwise than ramy cloud, first fed 
With earthly vapours gathered in the air, 

Eftsoons in compass archt, to steep his head. 

Doth plunge himself in Tethys’ bosom fair, 

And, mounting up agam from whence he came, 

With his great belly spreads the dimmed world, 

Till at the last, dissolving his moist frame, 

In ram, or snow, or hail, he forth is hurled , 

This city, which was first but shepherds' shade, 
Upnsing by degrees, grew to such height, 

That queen of land and sea herself she made 
At last, not able to bear so great weight, 

Her power, disperst through all the world, did vade. 
To shew that all m th' end to nought shall fade 

XXI 

The same, which Pyrrhus and the puissance 
Of Afnc could not tame, that same brave city, 

Which, with stout courage armed agamst mischance. 
Sustained the shock of common enmity, 

Long as her ship, tossed with so many freaks, 

Had all the world m arms agamst her bent. 

Was never seen, that any fortune's wreaks 
Could break her course begun withj^rave mtent 
But, when the object of her virtue failed, 

Her power itself agamst itself did arm, 

As he that having long m tempest sailed, 

Fam would arnve, but cannot for the storm. 

If too great wind agamst the port him dnve, 

Doth in the port itself his vessel nve 
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XXII 

When that brave honour of the Latin name^ 

Which meared her rule with Africa, and Byze, 

With Thames^ inhabitants of noble fame, 

And they which see the dawning day arise, 

Her nurslings did with mutinous uproar 
Hearten against herself her conquered spoil, 

Which she had won from all the world afore. 

Of all the world was spoiled within a while 
So, when the compassed course of the universe 
In six and thirty thousand years is run, 

The bands of th^ elements shall back reverse 
To their first discord, and be quite undone. 

The seeds, of which all things at first were bred, 
Shall m great Chaos’ womb again be hid 

XXIII 

0 wary wisdom of the man, that would 
That Carthage towers from spoil should be forborne, 
To th’ end that his victonous people should 
With cank’rmg leisure not be overworn 
He well foresaw how that the Roman courage, 
Impatient of pleasure’s faint desires, 

Through idleness would turn to civil rage. 

And be herself the matter of her fires, 

For, in a people given all to ease, 

Ambition is engend’red easily, 

As, in a vicious body, gross disease 
Soon grows through humours’ superfluity. 

That came to pass, when swoll’n with plenty’s pnde, 
Nor pnnce, nor peer, nor km they would abide, 

XXIV 

If the blind fury, which wars breedeth oft. 

Wonts not t’ enrage the hearts of equal beasts, 
Whether they fare on foot, or fly aloft. 

Or arm6d be with claws, or scaly crests. 

Which feliEnnnys, with hot burning tongs, 

Did gnpe your hearts with noisome rage imbued, 

That each to other working cruel wrongs, 

Your blades m your own bowels you imbrued? 

Was this (ye Romans) your hard destiny, 

Or some old sin, whose unappeased guilt 
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Poured vengeance forth on you eternally 
Or brothel’s blood, the which at first was spilt 
Upon your walls, that God might not endure 
Upon the same to set foundation sure ^ 

XXV 

0 that I had the Thracian^ poet’s harp, 

For to awake out of th’ mfemal shade 
Those antique Caesars, sleeping long in dark, 

The which this ancient city whilom made ^ 

Or that I had Amphion’s instrument, 

To quicken, with his vital notes’ accord, 

The stony joints of these old walls now rent, 

By which th’ Ausonian light might be restored f 
Or that at least I could, with pencil fine, 

Fashion the portraits of these palaces, 

By pattern of great Virgil’s spint divme ^ 

1 would essay with that which in me is, 

To build, with level of my lofty style. 

That which no hands can evermore compile 

XXVI 

Who list the Roman greatness forth to figure, 

Him needeth not to seek for usage nght 
Of line, or lead, or rule, or square, to measure 
Her length, her breadth, her deepness, or her height, 
But him behoves to view in compass round 
All that the Ocean grasps in his long arms, 

Be It where the yearly star doth scorch the ground, 

Or where cold Boreas blows his bitter storms 
Rome was th’ whole world, and all the world was Rome, 
And if things named their names do equalize, 

When land and sea ye name, then name ye Rome, 
And, nammg Rome, ye land and sea comprise 
For th’ ancient plot of Rome, displayed plain, 

The map of all the wide world doth contain 

xxvii 

Thou that at Rome astonisht dost behold 
The antique pride which menaced the sky, 

These haughty heaps, these palaces of old. 

These walls, these ^rcs, these baths, these temples high , 
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Judge, by these ample rums’ view, the rest 
The which injurious Time hath quite outworn. 
Since of all workmen held in reckoning best, 

Yet these old fragments are for patterns born 
Then also mark how Rome, from day to day, 
Repairmg her decayed fashion, 

Renews herself with buildings rich and gay, 

That one would judge, that the Romane daemon 
Doth yet himself with fatal hand enforce, 
Again on foot to rear her pouldred corse 

XXVIII 

He that hath seen a great oak dry and dead. 

Yet clad with rehcs of some trophies old. 

Lifting to heaven her aged hoary head, 

Whose foot m ground hath left but feeble hold, 
But half disbowelled lies above the ground, 
Shewing her wreathed roots, and naked arms, 
And on her trunk, all rotten and unsound, 

Only supports herself for meat of worms, 

And, though she owe her fall to the first wind. 
Yet of the devout people is adored. 

And many young plants sprmg out 6f her rind 
Who such an oak hath seen, let him record 
That such this city’s honour was of yore, 

And ’mongst all cities flounsh6d much more 

XXIX 

All that which Egypt whilom did devise, 

All that which Greece their temples to embrave 
After th’ lomc, Attic, Done guise, 

Or Connth skilled in cunous works to grave, 

All that Lysippus’ practic art could form, 
Apelles’ wit, or Phidias his skill. 

Was wont this ancient city to adorn, 

And the ^eaven itself with her wide wonders fill, 
All that which Athens ever brought forth wise, 
All that which Afric ever brought forth strange, 
All that which Asia ever had of price, 

Was here to see 0 marvellous great change * 
Rome, living, was the world’s sole ornament, 
And, dead, is now the world’s sole monument 
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XXX 

Like as the seeded field green grass first shows, 

Then from green grass into a stalk doth sprmg, 

And from a stalk into an ear forth-grows, 

Which ear the fruitful gram doth shortly bnng. 

And as in season due the husband mows 
The waving locks of thosejfair yellow ears. 

Which, bound in sheaves, and laid in comely rows. 
Upon the naked fields in stacks he rears 
So grew the Roman Empire by degree, 

Till that barbarian hands it quite did spill. 

And left of it but these old marks to see, 

Of which all passers-by do somewhat pill 
As they which glean, the relics use to gather, 

Which th’ husbandman behind him chanced to 
scatter 


XXXI 

That same is now nought but a champaign wide, 
Where all this world’s pnde once was situate 
No blame to thee, whosoever dost abide 
By Nile, or Gange, or Tigre, or Euphrate, 

Ne Afnc thereof guilty is, nor Spam, 

Nor the bold people by the Thamis’ brinks, 

Nor the brave warhke brood of Alemam, 

Nor the bom soldier which Rhine running drinks 
Thou only cause, 0 cml fury, art, 

'Wuch, sowing in th’ Emathian fields thy spite. 
Didst arm thy hand against thv proper heart, 

To th’ end that when thou wast in greatest height. 
To greatness grown, through long prospenty. 
Thou then adown might’st fall more horribly 

XXXII 

Hope ye, my verses, that postenty 
Of age ensumg shall you ever read^ 

Hope ye, that ever immortality 

So mean harp’s work may challenge^or her meed^ 

If under heaven any endurance were. 

These monuments, which not in paper writ, 

But m porph^e and marble do appear, 

Might well have hoped to have obtained it 
Nath’less my lute, whom Phoebus deigned to give. 
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Cease not to sound these old antiquities, 

For if that Time do let thy glory live, 

Well may’st thou boast, however base thou be 
That thou art first, which of thy nation sung 
Th’ old honour of the people gowned long 

UEnvoy 

Bellay, first garland of free poesy 

That France brought forth, though fruitful of brave wits, 

Well worthy thou of immortality. 

That long hast travailed, by thy learned writs, 

Old Rome out of her ashes to revive, 

And give a second life to dead decays ^ 

Needs must he all eternity survive. 

That can to other give eternal days 
Thy days therefore are endless, and thy praise 
Excelling all that ever went before 
And, after thee, gins Bartas high to raise 
His heavenly Muse, th’ Almighty to adore 
Live, happy spirits, th’ honour of your name, 

And fill the world with never-dying fame ^ 
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FATE OF THE BUTTERFLY 

BY ED SP 

DEDICATED TO THE MOST FAIR AND VIRTUOUS LADY 

THE LADY CAREY 

Most brave and bountiful Lady, for so excellent favours as I have 
received at your sweet hands, to offer these few leaves, as in recom- 
pense should be as to offer ffowers to the gods for their divine 
benefits Therefore I have determined to give myself wholly to 
you, as quite abandoned from myself, and absolutely vowed to your 
services which in all right is ever held for full recompense of debt 
or damage, to have the person yielded My person I wot well how 
httle worth it is But the faithful mind and humble 2eal which I 
bear unto your Ladyship may perhaps be more of price as may please 
you to account and use the poor service thereof which taketh glory 
to advance your excellent parts and noble virtues, and to spend 
itself in honouring you not so much for your great bounty to myself, 
which yet may not be unmmded nor for name or kindred^s sake by 
you vouchsafed, being also regardable, as for that honourable name, 
which ye have by your brave deserts purchased to yourself, and 
spread m the mouths of all men with which I have also presumed to 
grace my verses, and under your name to commend to the world this 
small poem, the which beseeching your Ladyship to take in worth, 
and of all things therein according to your wonted graciousness to 
make a mild construction, I humbly pray for your happiness 

Your Ladyship's ever humbly, 

E S 

I SING of deadly dolorous debate. 

Stirred up through wrathful Nemesis’ despight, 
Betwixt two mighty ones of great ^tate, 

Drawn into arms, and proof of mortal fight, 

Through proud ambition and heart-swelling hate, 
Whilst neither could the other’s greater imght 
And sdeignful scorn endure, that from small jar 
Their wraths at length broke into open war 
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The root whereof and tragical effect^ 

Vouchsafe, 0 thou the moumfurst Muse of nmef 
That wont’st the tragic stage for to direct, 

In funeral complaints and wailful tine, 

Reveal to me, and all the means detect, 

Through which sad Clarion did at last decline 
To lowest wretcheckiess And is there then 
Such rancour in the hearts of mighty men^ 

Of all the race of silver-wmged flies 
Which do possess the empire of the air, 

Betwixt the centred earth and azure skies, 

Was none more favourable, nor more fair, 

Whilst heaven did favour his felicities. 

Than Clanon, the eldest son and heir 
Of Muscarol, and in his fathei’s sight 
Of all alive did seem the fairest wight 

With fruitful hope his aged breast he fed 
Of future good, which his young toward years, 
Full of brave courage and bold hardihead, 

Above th’ ensample of his equal peers, 

Did largely promise, and to him fore-red, 

(Whilst oft ;bs heart did melt in tender tears) 
That he in time would sure prove such an one. 

As should be worthy of his father’s throne 

The fresh young fly, m whom the kmdly fire 
Of lustful youth began to kindle fast. 

Did much disdam to subject his desire 
To loathsome sloth, or hours in ease to wast. 

But joy’d to range abroad m fresh attire, 
Through the wide compass of the airy coast, 
And, with unwearied wings, each part t’ inquire 
Of the wide rule of his renown6d sire 

For he so swift and nimble was of flight, 

That from this lower tract he dared to stie 
Up to th^ :louds, and thence with pinions light 
To mount aloft unto the crystal sky, 

To view the workmanship of heaven’s height 
Whence, down descending, he along would fly 
Upon the streaming rivers, sport to find, 

And oft would dare to tempt the troublous wind 
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So on a summer’s day, when season mild 
With gentle calm the world had quieted, 

And high m heaven H3q)erion’s fiery child 
Ascending did his beams abroad dispread, 

Whiles all the heavens on lower creatures smiled, 
Young Clarion, with vauntful lustihead. 

After his guise did cast abroad to fare 
And thereto gan his furnitures prepare 

His breastplate first, that was of substance pure. 
Before his noble heart he firmly bound. 

That mought his life from iron death assure. 

And ward his gentle corpse from cruel wound , 

For it by art was framed to endure 

The bite of baleful steel and bitter stound. 

No less than that which Vulcan made to shield 
Achilles’ life from fate of Troyan field 

And then about his shoulders broad he threw 
An hairy hide of some wild beast, whom he 
In savage forest by adventure slew, 

And reft the spoil his ornament to be, 

Which, spreading all his back, with dreadful view 
Made all that him so horrible did see 
Think him Alcides with the lion’s skm, 

When the Nemsean conquest he did win 

Upon his head his glistering burganet, 

The which was wrought by wonderous device 
And curiously engraven, he did set 
The metal was of rare and passing pnce. 

Not Bilbo steel, nor brass from Connth fet. 

Nor costly onchalc from strange Phoemce, 

But such as could both Phoebus’ arrows ward, 
And th’ hailing darts of heaven beatmg hard 

Therein two deadly weapons fixt he bore. 
Strongly outlanced towards either side. 

Like two sharp spears his enemies t?%gore 
Like as a warlike brigandme, applied 
To fight, lays forth her threatful pikes afore. 

The engines which in them sad death do hide 
So did this fly outstretch his fearful horns, 

Yet so as him their terror more adorns 
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Lastly his shiny wings as silver bright, 

Painted with thousand colours, passing far 
All painters’ skill, he did about him dight 
Not half so many sundry colours are 
In Ins’ bow, ne heaven doth shine so bright, 
Distinguished with many a twinkling star, 

Nor Juno’s bird in feier eye-spotted tram 
So many goodly colours doth contain 

Ne (may it be withouten peril spoken^) 

The Archer God, the son of Cytheree, 

That joys on wretched lovers to be wroken, 

And heaped spoils of bleeding hearts to see, 

Bears in his wings so many a changeful token 
Ah, my liege lord * forgive it unto me, 

If aught agamst thine honour I have told, 

Yet sure those wings were fairer manifold 

Full many a lady fair, in court full oft 
Beholding them, him secretly envide, 

And wished that two such fans, so silken soft 
And golden fair, her love would her provide. 

Or that, when them the gorgeous fly had doft, 

Some one, that would with grace be gratified. 

From him would steal them privily away. 

And bnng to her so precious a prey 

Report IS, that dame Venus, on a day 

In spnng, when flowers do clothe the fruitful ground. 

Walking abroad with all her nymphs to play, 

Bad her fair damsels, flockmg her around. 

To gather flowers her forehead to array 
Amongst the rest a gentle nymph was foimd, 

Hight Astery, excellmg all the crew 
In courteous usage and unstained hue, 

Who being nimbler jointed than the rest. 

And more industrious, gathered more store 
Of the fielc?s honour than the others’ best, 

Which they m secret hearts envfmg sore, 

Told Venus, when her as the worthiest 
She praised* that Cupid (as they heard before) 

Did lend her secret aid, m gathenng 
Into her lap the children of the spnng 
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Whereof the goddess gathenng jealous fear, 

Not yet unmindful how not long ago 
Her son to Psyche secret love did bear, 

And long it close concealed, till mickle woe 
Thereof arose, and many a rueful tear, 

Reason with sudden rage did overgo. 

And, giving hasty credit Ip th' accuser. 

Was led away of them that did abuse her 

Eftsoons that damsel, by her heavenly might, 
She turned into a winged butterfly. 

In the wide air to make her wandVing flight, 
And all those flowers, with which so plenteouslv 
Her lap she filled had, that bred her spight, 

She placed m her wmgs, for memory 

Of her pretended crime, though cnme none were 

Smce which that fly them in her wings doth bear 

Thus the fresh Clarion, bemg ready dight. 

Unto his journey did himself address. 

And with good speed began to take his flight 
Over the fields, in his frank lustmess, 

And all the champaign o’er he soared hght, 

And all the country wide he did possess. 

Feeding upon their pleasures bounteously. 

That none gainsaid, nor none did him envy 

The woods, the nvers, and the meadows green, 
With his air-cuttmg wings he measured wide, 

Ne did he leave the mountains bare unseen, 

Nor the rank grassy fens’ delights untried 
But none of these, however sweet they bene. 
Might please his fancy, nor him cause t’ abide 
His choiceful sense with every change doth flit 
No common things may please a wavenng wit 

To the gay gardens his unstaid desire 
Him wholly earned, to refresh his spntes 
There lavish Nature, in her best at7:ire. 

Pours forth sweet odours and allunng sights, 

And Art, with her contendmg, doth aspire 
T’ excel the natural with made delights, 

And all, that fair or pleasant may be found. 

In notous excess doth there abound 
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There he arriving round about doth 
From bed to bed, from one to other border, 

And takes survey, with curious busy eye, 

Of every flower and herb there set in order 
Now this, now that, he tasteth tenderly, 

Yet none of them he rudely doth disorder, 

Ne with his feet thci^r silken leaves deface. 

But pastures on the pleasures of each place 

And evermore, with most variety 

And change of sweetness (for all change is sweet). 

He casts his glutton sense to satisfy. 

Now sucking of the sap of herb most meet, 

Or of the dew which yet on them does lie. 

Now in the same bathing his tender feet. 

And then he percheth on some branch thereby, 
To weather him, and his moist wings to dry 

And then again he turneth to his play. 

To spoil the pleasures of that paradise, 

The wholesome sage, and lavender still gray, 
Rank-smellmg rue, and cummin good for eyes, 
The roses reigning in the pride of May, 

Sharp hyssop, good for green wounds’ remedies, 
Fair mangolds, and bees-allurmg thyme. 

Sweet marjoram, and daisies decking prime 

Cool violets, and orpine growing still, 

Embathed balm, and cheerful galingale. 

Fresh costmary and breathful camomill, 

Dull poppy, and drmk-quick’nmg setuale, 
Vein-heahng vervain, and head-purgmg dill, 
Sound savory, and basil hearty-hale. 

Fat coleworts, and comfortmg perselme. 

Cold lettuce, and refreshing rosmanne 

And whatso else of virtue good or ill 
Grew m this garden, fetcht from far away. 

Of every dnt he takes, and tastes at will. 

And on their pleasures greedily doth prey 
Then, when he hath both played and fed his fill, 
In the warm sun he doth himself embay, 

And there him rests m notous suffisance 
Of aU his gladfulness, and kingly joyance 
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What more felicity can fall to creature 
Then to enjoy delight with liberty, 

And to be lord of all the works of Nature, 

To reign in th’ air from th’ earth to highest sky, 
To feed on flowers and weeds of glonous feature. 
To take whatever thing doth please the eye^ 

Who rests not pleased with such happiness. 

Well worthy he to taste of wretchedness 

But what on earth can long abide in state. 

Or who can him assure of happy day, 

Sith morning fair may bring foul evenmg late. 
And least mishap the most bliss alter may^ 

For thousand perils lie m close await 
About us daily, to work our decay, 

That none, except a god, or god him guide, 

May them avoid, or remedy provide 

And whatso heavens in their secret doom 
Ordained have, how can frail fleshly wight 
Forecast, but it must needs to issue come ? 

The sea, the air, the fire, the day, the night, 

And th’ armies of their creatures all and some 
Do serve to them, and with importune might 
War against us, the vassals of their will 
Who then can save what they dispose to spilR 

Not thou, O Clanon ? though fairest thou 
Of all thy kind, unhappy happy fly. 

Whose cruel fate is woven even now 
Of Jove’s own hand, to work thy misery 
Ne may thee help the many hearty vow, 

Which thy old sire with sacred piety 

Hath pour6d forth for thee, and th’ altars sprent 

Nought may thee save from heaven’s avengement 

It fortuned (as heavens had behight) 

That in this garden, where young Qanon 
Was wont to solace him, a wicked wight. 

The foe of fair thmgs, th’ author of confusion, 
The shame of Nature, the bondslave of spite, 

Had lately built his hateful mansion. 

And, lurking closely, m await now lay. 

How he might any in his trap betray 
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But when he spied the joyous butterfly 
In this fair plot dispacmg to and fro, 

Fearless of foes and hidden jeopardy, 

Lord f how he gan for to bestir him tho, 

And to his wicked work each part apply 
His heart did yearn against his hated foe, 

And bowels so with» rankling poison swelled. 

That scarce the skin the strong contagion held 

The cause why he this fly so maliced 
Was (as in stones it is written found) 

For that his mother, which him bore and bred, 
The most fine-fing’red workwoman on ground, 
Arachne, by his means was vanquished 
Of Pallas, and in her own skill confound, 

When she with her for excellence contended, 

That wrought her shame, and sorrow never ended 

For the Tntoman goddess, having heard 
Her blazed fame which all the world had filled, 
Came down to prove the truth, and due reward 
For her praiseworthy workmanship to yield, 

But the presumptuous damsel rashly dared 
The goddess self to challenge to the field, 

And to compare with her in curious skill 
Of works with loom, with needle, and with quill 

Minerva did the challenge not refuse. 

But deigned with her the paragon to make 
So to their work they sit, and each doth choose 
What story she will for her tapet take 
Arachne figured how Jove did abuse 
Europa like a bull, and on his back 
Her through the sea did bear, so lively seen, 

That it true sea, and true bull, ye would ween 

She seemed still back unto the land to look, 

And her j^ayfellows’ aid to call, and fear 
The dashing of the waves, that up she took 
Her dainty feet, and garments gathered near, 

But (Lord 0 how she in every member shook, 
Whenas the land she saw no more appear, 

But a wild wilderness of waters deep 
Then gan she greatly to lament and weep 
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Before the bull she pictured winged Love^ 

With his young brother Sport, light fiuttenng 
Upon the waves, as each had been a dove, 

The one his bow and shafts, the other spnng 
A burning tead about his head did move. 

As in their sire's new love both triumphing 
And many nymphs about j:hem flocking round. 

And many tritons which their horns did sound 

And round about her work she did empale 
With a fair border wrought of sundry flowers, 
Enwoven with an ivy- winding trail 
A goodly work, full fit for kingly bowers, 

Such as Dame Pallas, such as Envy pale, 

That all good things with venomous tooth devours, 
Could not accuse Then gan the goddess bright 
Herself likewise unto her work to dight 

She made the story of the old debate 
Which she with Neptune did for Athens try 
Twelve gods do sit around m royal state, 

And Jove in midst with awful majesty, 

To judge the strife between them stirr6d late 
Each of the gods, by his like visnomy 
Eath to be known, but Jove above them all, 

By his great looks and power impenal 

Before them stands the god of seas in place, 

Claiming that sea-coast city as his right 

And stnkes the rocks with his three-forked mace, 

Whenceforth issues a warlike steed in sight, 

The sign by which he challengeth the place. 

That all the gods, which saw his wondrous might. 

Did surely deem the victory his due 

But seldom seen, forejudgement proveth true 

Then to herself she gives her segid shield, 

And steeled spear, and monon on her head. 

Such as she oft is seen m warlike fi?M 
Then sets she forth, how with her weapon dread 
She smote the ground, the which straight forth did yield 
A fruitful olive tree, with bernes spread. 

That all the gods admired then all the story 
She compassed with a wreath of olives hoary 
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Amongst these leaves she made a butterfly, 

With excellent device and wondrous sleight. 
Fluttering among the olives wantonly, 

That seemed to live, so like it was in sight 
The velvet nap which on his wings doth he, 

The silken down with which his back is dight. 
His broad outstretqj:i6d horns, his hairy thighs. 
His glorious colours, and his glistering eyes 

Which when Arachne saw, as overlaid 
And mastered with workmanship so rare, 

She stood astonied long, ne aught gainsaid, 

And with fast-fixed eyes on her did stare. 

And by her silence, sign of one dismayed, 

The victory did yield her as her share 
Yet did she inly fret and felly burn. 

And all her blood to poisonous rancour turn 

That shortly from the shape of womanhead, 
Such as she was when Pallas she attempted. 

She grew to hideous shape of drearihead, 

Pin6d with gnef of folly late repented 
Eftsoons her white straight legs were altered 
To crooked crawling shanks, of marrow emptied, 
And her fair face to foul and loathsome hue, 

And her fine corpse to a bag of venom grew 

This curs6d creature, mindful of that old 
Infested grudge, the which his mother felt, 

So soon as Clanon he did behold, 

His heart with vengeful malice inly swelt, 

And weavmg straight a net with many a fold 
About the cave m which he lurkmg dwelt. 

With fine small cords about it stretched wide. 

So finely spun that scarce they could be spied 

Not any damsel, which her vaunteth most 
In skilful knittmg of soft silken twine, 

Nor any "leaver, which his work doth boast 
In diaper, in damask, or in line. 

Nor any skilled m workmanship embost. 

Nor any skilled m loops of fing'rmg fine. 

Might in their divers cunning ever dare 
With this so curious network to compare 
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Ne do I think^ that that same subtil gm, 

The which the Lemnian god framed craftily, 

Mars sleepmg with his wife to compass in, 

That all the gods with common mockery 
Might laugh at them, and scorn their shameful sm, 
Was like to this This same he did apply 
For to entrap the careless* Clanon, 

That ranged eachwhere without suspicion 

Suspicion of friend, nor fear of foe 
That hazarded his health, had he at all, 

But walked at will, and wand’red to and fro. 

In the pride of his freedom prmcipal 
Little wist he his fatal future woe, 

But was secure the liker he to fall 
He likest is to fall into mischance. 

That IS regardless of his governance 

Yet still Aragnol (so his foe was hight) 

Lay lurking covertly him to surpnse, 

And all his gins, that him entangle might, 

Dress’d in good order as he could devise 
At length, the foolish fly, without foresight. 

As he that did all danger quite despise, 

Toward those parts came flying carelessly, 

Where hidden was his hateful enemy 

Who, seeing him, with secret joy therefore 
Did tickle inwardly in every vem, 

And his false heart, fraught with all treason’s store. 
Was filled with hope his purpose to obtain 
Himself he close upgather6d more and more 
Into his den, that his deceitful tram 
By his there being might not be bewrayed, 

Ne any noise, ne any motion made 

Like as a wily fox, that having spied 
Where on a sunny bank the lambs^o play, 

Full closely creeping by the hmder side. 

Lies in ambushment of his hoped prey, 

Ne stirreth lunb, till, seeing ready tide. 

He rusheth forth, and snatcheth quite away 
One of the little younglmgs unawares 
So to his work Aragnol him prepares 
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Who now shall give unto my heavy eyes 
A well of tearS; that all may overflow? 

Or where shall I find lamentable cries^ 

And mournful tunes enough my grief to show? 
Helpj 0 thou tragic Muse » me to devise 
Notes sad enough t’ express this bitter throe 
For lo f the dreary stound is now arrived^ 

That of all happiness hath us deprived 

The luckless Clarion^ whether cruel Fate 
Or wicked Fortune faultless him misled, 

Or some ungracious blast, out of the gate 
Of iEole’s reign, perforce him drove on head, 
Was (0 sad hap, and hour unfortunate 
With violent swift flight forth carried 
Into the cursed cobweb, which his foe 
Had framed for his final overthrow 

There the fond fly, entangled, struggled long, 
Himself to free thereout, but all in vain 
For staving moie, the more in laces strong 
Himself he tied, and wrapt his winges twain 
In limy snares the subtil loops among, 

That m the end he breathless did remain, 

And, all his youngthly forces idly spent. 

Him to the mercy of th' avenger lent 

Which when the gnsly tyrant did espy. 

Like a grim lion rushing with fierce might 
Out of his den, he seiz6d greedily 
On the resistless prey, and with fell spite. 
Under the left wing struck his weapon sly 
Into his heart, that his deep-groanmg sprite 
In bloody streams forth fled into the air. 

His body left the spectacle of care 
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I ♦ 

One day, whiles that my daily cares did sleep, 

My spirit, shaking off her earthly prison. 

Began to enter into meditation deep 
Of things exceeding reach of common reason. 

Such as this age, m which all good is geason, 

And all that humble is, and mean debased, 

Hath brought forth m her last declimng season, 

Grief of good minds, to see goodness disgraced * 

On which whenas my thought was throughly placed 
Unto my eyes strange shews presented were, 
Picturmg that which I in mind embraced. 

That yet those sights impassion me full near 
Such as they were (fair lady ^ take m worth, 

That when time serves may brmg thmgs better forth 

II 

In summer’s day, when Phoebus fairly shone, 

I saw a bull as white as dnven snow, 

With gilden horns embowed like the moon, 

In a fresh flowering meadow lymg lo-w 
Up to his ears the verdant grass did grow. 

And the gay flowers did offer to be eaten. 

But he with fatness so did overflow. 

That he all wallowed in the weeds down beaten 
Ne cared with them his damty lips to sweeten. 

Till that a bnze, a scorned little creature. 

Through his fair hide his angry sting did threaten. 
And vext so sore, that all his goodly feature 
And all his plenteous pasture nought him pleased 
So by the small the great is oftidiseased 

III 

Beside the fruitful shore of muddy Nile, 

Upon a sunny bank outstretched lay, 

In monstrous length, a mighty crocodile, 

That, crammed with guiltless blood and greedy prey 
* h ^79 217 
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Of wretched people travelling that way, 

Thought all things less than his disdainful pride 
I saw a httle bird called Tedula, 

The least of thousands which on earth abide, 

That forced this hideous beast to open wide 
The grisly gates of his devouring hell, 

And let him feed, asi Nature did provide, 

Upon his jaws, that with black venom swell 
Why then should greatest things the least disdam, 
Sith that so small so mighty can constrain 

IV 

The kmgly bird, that bears Jove's thunderclap, 

One day did scorn the simple scarabee. 

Proud of his highest service, and good hap, 

That made all other fowls his thralls to be 
The silly fly, that no redress did see, 

Spied where the eagle built his tow'rmg nest. 

And, kindling fire within the hollow tree, 

Burnt up his young ones, and himself distrest, 

Ne sufl’red him in any place to rest, 

But drove in Jove's own lap his eggs to lay, 

Where gathenng also filth him to infest, 

Forced with the filth his eggs to fling away 
For which whenas the fowl was wroth, said Jove, 
*‘Lo I how the least the greatest may reprove " 

V 

Toward the sea turning my troubled eye, 

I saw the fish (if fish I may it clepe) 

That makes the sea before his face to fly, 

And with his flaggy fins doth seem to sweep 
The foamy waves out of the dreadful deep, 

The huge Leviathan, dame Nature’s wonder, 

Making his sport, that many makes to weep 
A sword~fi^ small him from the rest did sunder. 
That, m his throat him pricking softly under, 

His wide abyss him forced forth to spew, 

That all the sea did roar like heaven's thunder. 

And all the waves were stained with filthy hue 
Hereby I learned have not to despise 
Whatever thmg seems small in common eyes 
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VI 

An hideous dragon^ dreadful to behold, 

Whose back was armed against the dint of spear 
With shields of brass that shone like bumisht gold. 
And forked sting that death in it did bear, 

Strove with a spider his unequal peer. 

And bad defiance to his memy 

The subtil vermin, creepmg closely near. 

Did m his drmk shed poison pn^nly. 

Which, through his entrails spreading diversly. 

Made him to swell, that nigh his bowels brust, 

And him enforced to yield the victory, 

That did so much in his own greatness trust 
0 f how great vainness is it then to scorn 
The weak, that hath the strong so oft forlorn f 


High on a hill a goodly cedar grew. 

Of wondrous length, and straight proportion. 
That far abroad her dainty odours threw, 
’Mongst all the daughters of proud Libanon, 

Her match m beauty was not any one 
Shortly within her inmost pith there bred 
A little wicked worm, perceived of none, 

That on her sap and vital moisture fed 
Thenceforth her garland so much honoured 
Began to die, (0 great ruth for the same ’) 

And her fair locks fell from her lofty head, 

That shortly bald and bared she became 
I, which this sight beheld, was much dismayed 
To see so gpodly thing so soon decayed 

VIII 

Soon after this I saw an elephant, 

Adorned with bells and bosses gorgeously. 

That on his back did bear (as bat^lant) 

A gilden tower, which shone exceedingly, 

That he himself through foolish vamty, 

Both for his nch attire and goodly form, 

Was puff6d up with passing surquedry. 

And shortly gan all other beasts to scorn 
Till that a little ant, a silly worm. 
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Into his nostrils creeping, so him pained, 

That casting down his towers, he did deform 
Both borrowed pride, and native beauty stained 
Let therefore nought that great is therein glory, 
Sith so small thing his happiness may vary 

IX 
<r 

Looking far forth into the ocean wide, 

A goodly ship with banners bravely dight. 

And flag m her top-gallant, I espied 
Through the mam sea making her merry flight 
Fair blew the wind into her bosom right. 

And th' heavens looked lovely all the while, 

That she did seem to dance, as in delight. 

And at her own felicity did smile 
All suddenly there clove unto her keel 
A little fish, that men called Remora, 

Which stopt her course, and held her by the heel, 
That wind nor tide could move her thence away 
Strange thing, meseemeth, that so small a thing 
Should able be so great an one to wring 

X 

A mighty lion, lord of all the wood. 

Having ins hunger throughly satisfied 
With prey of beasts and spoil of living blood, 

Safe m his dreadless den him thought to hide 
His sternness was his praise, his strength his pride, 
And all his glory in his cruel claws 
I saw a wasp, that fiercely him defied. 

And bad him battle even to his jaws 
Sore he him stung, that it the blood forth draws, 
And his proud heart is filled with fretting ire 
Iii vain he threats his teeth, his tail, his paws. 

And from his bloody eyes doth sparkle fire 
That dead himself he wisheth for despight 
So weak^t may annoy the most of might ^ 

\ xr 

What time the Roman Empire bore the reign 
Of all the world and flourished most in might, 

The nations gan their sovereignty disdain. 

And cast to quit them from their bondage quite 



VISIONS OF WORLD'S VANITY 221 

So, when all shrouded were in silent night, 

The Gauls were, by corrupting of a maid, 

Possessed mgh of the Capitol through sleight. 

Had not a goose the treachery bewrayed, 

If then a goose great Rome from rum stayed, 

And Jove himself, the patron of the place. 

Preserved from being to#his foes betrayed, 

Why do vam men mean things so much deface, 

Arid in their might repose their most assurance, 

Sith nought on earth can challenge long endurance? 

XII 

When these sad sights were overpast and gone, 

My sprite was greatly moved in her rest. 

With inward ruth and dear aifection. 

To see so great things by so small distrest 
Thenceforth I gan in my engriev^d breast, 

To scorn all difference of great and small, 

Sith that the greatest often are opprest, 

And unawares do into danger fall 
And ye, that read these rums tragical, 

Learn by their loss to love the low degree, 

And, if that Fortune chance you up to call 
To honour’s seat, forget not what you be 
For he, that of himself is most secure. 

Shall find his state most fickle and unsure 
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C I 

It was the time_, when rest^ soft sliding down 
From heaven’s height into men’s heavy eyes^ 

In the forgetfulness of sleep doth drown 
The careful thoughts of mortal miseries, 

Then did a ghost before mine eyes appear, 

On that great river’s bank, that runs by Rome, 
Which, callmg me by name, bad me to rear 
My looks to heaven whence all good gifts do come. 
And crying loud, “Lo’ now behold” (quoth he) 
“What under this great temple placed is 
Lo, all is nought but flying vanity * ” 

So I, that know this world’s inconstancies, 

Sith only God surmounts all Time’s decay, 

In God alone my confidence do stay 

II 

On high hill’s top I saw a stately frame, 

An hundred cubits high by just assize, 

With hundred pillars fronting fair the same, 

All wrought with diamond after Doric wise 
Nor bnck nor marble was the wall in view. 

But shining crystal, which from top to base 
Out of her womb a thousand rayons threw 
On hundred steps of Afric gold’s enchase 
Gold was the parget, and the ceiling bright 
Did shine all scaly with great plates of gold, 

The floor of jasp and emerald was dight 
0 world’s vamesse * Whiles thus I did behold, 

An earthquake shook the hill from lowest seat, 
And ovei^hrew this frame with rum great 

in 

Then did a sharped spire of diamond bnght, 

Ten feet each way in square, appear to me, 

Justly proportioned up unto his height, 

So far as archer might his level see 
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The top thereof a pot did seem to bear, 

Made of the metal, which we most do honour, 
And in this golden vessel couched were 
The ashes of a mighty emperor 
Upon four corners of the base were pight. 

To bear the frame, four great lions of gold 
A worthy tomb for such ^ worthy wight 
Alas, this world doth nought but gnevance hold ^ 

I saw a tempest from the heaven descend. 
Which this brave monument with flash did rend 

IV 

I saw raised up on ivory pillars tall. 

Whose bases were of richest metal’s wark, 

The chapters alabaster, the friezes crystal, 

The double front of a triumphal arc 
On each side portrayed was a Victory, 

Clad like a nymph, that wings of silver wears, 

And in tnumphant chair was set on high. 

The ancient glory of the Roman peers 
No work It seemed of earthly craftsman’s wit, 

But rather wrought by his own mdustry, 

That thunder-darts for Jove his sire doth fit 
Let me no more see fair thmg under sky, 

Sith that mine eyes have seen so fair a sight 
With sudden fall to dust consumed quite 

V 

Then was the fair Dodoman tree far seen. 

Upon seven hills to spread his gladsome gleam 
And conquerors bedecked with his green, 

Along the banks of the Ausonian stream 
There many an ancient trophy was addrest, 

And many a spoil, and many a goodly show. 
Which that brave race’s greatness did attest. 

That whilom from the Troyan blo^d did flow 
Ravisht I was so rare a thing to view. 

When lo ^ a barbarous troop of clownish fone 
The honour of these noble boughs down threw, 
Under the wedge I heard the trunk to groan. 

And, smce, I saw the root m great disdain 
A twin of forked trees send forth agam 
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VI 

I saw a wolf under a rocky cave 
Nursing two whelps, I saw her little ones 
In wanton dalliance the teat to crave. 

While she her neck wreathed from them for the nones 
I saw her range abroad to seek her food, 

And roaming through the field with greedy rage 
T’ imbrue her teeth and claws with lukewarm blood 
Of the small herds, her thirst for to assuage 
I saw a thousand huntsmen, which descended 
Down from the mountains bordering Lombardy, 

That with an hundred spears her flank wide rended 
I saw her on the plain outstretched lie, 

Throwing out thousand throbs in her own soil 
Soon on a tree uphanged I saw her spoil 


I saw the bird that can the sun endure. 

With feeble wings essay to mount on hight, 

By more and more she gan her wings t’ assure. 
Following th’ ensample of her mother’s sight 
I saw her rise, and with a larger flight 
To pierce the clouds, and with wide pinions 
To measure the most haughty mountain’s height, 
Until she raught the gods’ own mansions 
There was she lost, when sudden I beheld, 

Where, tumbhng through the air in fiery fold, 

All flaming down she on the plain was felled. 

And soon her body turned to ashes cold 
I saw the fowl, that doth the light despise, 

Out of her dust hke to a worm anse 

VIII 

I saw a river swift, whose foamy billows 
Did wash the ground-work of an old great wall, 

I saw it coj^ered all with grisly shadows. 

That with black horror did the air appal 
Thereout a strange beast with seven heads arose, 
That towns and castles under her breast did cour, 
And seemed both milder beasts and fiercer foes 
Alike with equal ravine to devour 
Much was I mazed, to see this monster’s kind 
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In hundred forms to change his fearful hue, 

Whenas at length I saw the wrathful wmd, 

Which blows cold storms, burst out of Sc3rthian mew. 
That ’sperst these clouds, and m so short as thought. 
This dreadful shape was vanished to nought 

IX 

Then all astomed with this mighty ghost, 

An hideous body big and strong I saw. 

With side-long beard, and locks down hangmg loast. 
Stern face, and front full of Saturn-like awe. 

Who, leaning on the belly of a pot. 

Poured forth a water, whose out-gushmg flood 
Ran bathing all the creeky shore aflot. 

Whereon the Troyan pnnce spilt Tumus* blood 
And at his feet a bitch-wolf suck did yield 
To two young babes His left the palm tree stout. 

His right hand did the peaceful ohve wield, 

And head with laurel garmsht was about 
Sudden both palm and olive fell away. 

And fair green laurel branch did quite decay 

X 

Hard by a nver’s side a virgin fair, 

Folding her arms to heaven with thousand throbs, 

And outraging her cheeks and golden hair, 

To falling river’s sound thus tuned her sobs 
‘‘Where is” (quoth she) “this whilom honoured face^ 
Where the great glory and the ancient praise. 

In which all world’s felicity had place, 

When gods and men my honour up did raise? 

Sufficed It not that civil wars me made 

The whole world’s spoil, but that this hydra new. 

Of hundred Hercules to be assayed, 

With seven heads, budding monstrous cnmes anew, 

So many Neros and Caligulas 

Out of these crooked shores must daily raise?” 

XI 

Upon an hill a bright flame I did see 
Waving aloft with tnple point to sky. 

Which, like mcense of precious cedar tree. 

With balmy odours filled th’ air far and mgh 
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A bird all white^ well feathered on each wmg^ 

Hereout up to the throne of gods did fly, 

And all the way most pleasant notes did sing, 

Whilst in the smoke she unto heaven did stie 
Of this fair fire the scattered rays forth threw 
On every side a thousand shining beams 
When sudden dropping of a silver dew 
(0 grievous chance *) gan quench those precious flames, 
That it, which erst so pleasant scent did yield, 

Of nothing now but noyous sulphur smelled 

XII 

I saw a spring out of a rock forth rail. 

As clear as crystal Against the sunny beams. 

The bottom yellow, like the golden grail 
That bright Pactolus washeth with his streams, 

It seemed that Art and Nature had assembled 
All pleasure there, for which man’s heart could long, 
And there a noise alluring sleep soft trembled. 

Of many accords more sweet than mermaids’ song 
The seats and benches shone as ivory. 

And hundred n 5 nmphs sate side by side about, 

When from nigh hills, with hideous outcry, 

A troop of satyrs m the place did rout, 

Which with their villain feet the stream did ray, 
Threw down the seats, and drove the nymphs away 

XIII 

Much ncher than that vessel seemed to be, 

Which did to that sad Florentine appear. 

Casting mine eyes far off, I chanced to see 
Upon the Latin coast herself to rear 
But suddenly arose a tempest great, 

Beanng close envy to these riches rare. 

Which gan assail this ship with dreadful threat. 

This ship which none other might compare 
And finally the storm impetuous 
Sunk up these nches, second unto none, 

Within the gulf of greedy Kerens 
I saw both ship and manners each one, 

And all that treasure, drowned in the mam 
But I the ship saw after raised again 
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XIV 

Long having deeply groaned these visions sad, 

I saw a city like unto that same 
Which saw the messenger of tidmgs glad. 

But that on sand was built the goodly frame 
It seemed her top the firmament did rase, 

And no less rich than fair,'*nght worthy sure 
(If aught here worthy) of immortal days. 

Or if aught under heaven might firm endure 
Much wondered I to see so fair a wall 
When from the northern coast a storm arose. 

Which breathing fury from lus inward gall 
On all which did agamst his course oppose, 

Into a cloud of dust ’sperst m the air 
The weak foundations of this city fair 

XV 

At length, even at the time when Morpheus 
Most truly doth unto our eyes appear, 

Weary to see the heavens still wavermg thus, 

I saw Typhoeus’ sister coming near, 

Whose head, full bravely with a monon hid. 

Did seem to match the gods in majesty 
She, by a river’s bank that swift down shd. 

Over all the world did raise a trophy high. 

An hundred vanquisht kings under her lay. 

With arms bound at their backs in shameful wise 
Whilst I thus mazed was with great affray, 

I saw the heavens in war agamst her rise 
Then down she stricken feU with clap of thunder. 
That with great noise I waked m sudden wonder 
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FORMERLY TRANSLATED 

I 

Being one day at my wmdow all alone^ 

So many strange things happened me to see. 

As much it gneveth me to think thereon 
At my right hand a hind appealed to me, 

So fair as mought the greatest god delight, 

Two eagei dogs did her pursue in chase, 

Of which the one was black, the other white 
With deadly force so in their cruel race 
They pincht the haunches of that gentle beast, 
That at the last, and in short time, I spied. 
Under a rock, where she, alas, opprest. 

Fell to the ground, and there untimely died 
Cruel death vanquishing so noble beauty, 

Oft makes me wail so hard a destiny 

II 

Aiter, at sea a tall ship did appear, 

Made all of heben and white ivory. 

The sails of gold, of silk the tackle were 
Mild was the wind, calm seemed the sea to be,’’ 
The sky eachwhere did shew full bright and fair 
With rich treasures this gay ship freighted was 
But sudden storm did so turmoil the air, 

And tumbled up the sea, that she (alas) 

Strake on a rock, that under Water lay, 

And penshed past all recovery 
O, how great ruth, and sorrowful assay, 

Doth vex my spint with perplexity, 

Thus m a moment to see lost and drowned. 
So greaiit nches as like cannot be found ^ 

III 

The heavenly branches did I see arise 
Out of the fresh and lusty laurel tree, 

Amidst the young green wood of Paradise 
Some noble plant I thought myself to see 
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Such store of birds therein yshrouded were, 
Chanting in shade their sundry melody. 

That with their sweetness I was ravisht near 
While on this laurel fix4d was mme eye. 

The sky gan everywhere to overcast, 

And darkened was the welkin all about. 

When sudden flash of heaven’s fire outbrast. 
And rent this royal tree quite by the root. 
Which makes me much and ever to complain. 
For no such shadow shall be had agam 

IV 

Within tnis wood, out of a rock did nse 
A spnng of water, mildly rumbling down, 
Whereto approached not in any wise 
The homely shepherd, nor the ruder clown. 

But many Muses, and the nymphs withal. 

That sweetly in accord did tune their voice 
To the soft soundmg of the water^s fall 
That my glad heart thereat did much rejoice 
But while herein I took my chief dehght, 

I saw (alas) the gapmg earth devour 
The spnng, the place, and all clean out of sight. 
Which yet aggrieves my heart even to this hour, 
And wounds my soul with rueful memory, 

To see such pleasures gone so suddenly 

V 

I saw a phoenix in the wood alone, 

With purple wings, and crest of golden hue, 
Strange bird he was, whereby I thought anon, 
That of some heavenly wight I had the view, 
Until he came unto the broken tree. 

And to the spnng, that late devoured was 
What say I more^ each thing at last we see 
Doth pass away the phoenix therei^alas, 

Spymg the tree destroyed, the water dned, 
Himself smote with his beak, as m disdain. 

And so forthwith m great despight he died, 

That yet my heart burns m exceedmg pain. 

For ruth and pity of so hapless plight 
0 let mme eyes no more see such a sight ^ 
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VI 

At last so fair a lady did I spy^ 

That thinking yet on her I bum and quake. 

On herbs and flowers she walked pensively, 

Mild, but yet love she proudly did forsake 
White seemed her robes, yet woven so they were^ 

As snow and gold tegether had been wrought 
Above the waist a dark cloud shrouded her, 

A stinging serpent by the heel her caught. 

Wherewith she languisht as the gathered flower. 

And well assured she mounted up to joy 
Alas, on earth so nothing doth endure, 

But bitter gnef and sorrowful annoy 
WHbich make this life wretched and miserable. 
Tossed with storms of fortune variable f 

VII 

“When I behold this tickle trustless state 
Of vain world’s glory, flitting to and fro, 

And mortal men tossed by troublous fate 
In restless seas of wretchedness and woe, 

I wish I might this weary life forgo. 

And shortly turn unto my happy rest. 

Where my free spmt might not any moe 
Be vext with sights, that do her peace molest 
And ye, fair lady, in whose bounteous breast 
All heavenly grace and virtue shnn6d is, 

When ye these rh 3 nnes do read, and view the rest, 
Loathe this base world, and think of heaven’s bliss 
And though ye be the fairest of God’s creatures. 
Yet think, that death shall spoil your goodly features 
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AN ELEGY 


UPON THE DEATH OF THE NOBLE AND VIRTUOUS 

DOUGLAS HOWARD 

DAUGHTER AND HEIR OF HENRY LORD HOWARD^ VISCOUNT BYNDON 
AND WIFE OF ARTHUR GORGES, ESQUIRE 


DEDICATED TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE LADY 

HELENA, MARQUESS OF NORTHAMPTON 

BY ED SP 

I HAVE the rather presumed humbly to offer unto your Honour the 
dedication of this httie poem for that the noble and virtuous 
gentlewoman of whom it is written was by match near alhed* and 
in affection greatly devoted, unto your Ladyship The occasion 
why I wrote the same was as well the great good fame which I 
heard of her deceased as the particular goodwill which I bear unto 
her husband Master Arthur Gorges a lover of learmng and virtue, 
whose house, as your Ladyship by marriage hath honoured so do I 
find the name of them, by many notable records, to be of great 
anti(5[uity in this realm, and such as have ever borne themselves with 
honourable reputation to the world, and unspotted loyalty to their 
prince and country besides, so lineally are they descended from the 
Howards, as that the Lady Anne Howard, eldest daughter to John 
Duke of Norfolk, was wife to Sir Edmund, mother to Sir Edward, 
and grandmother to Sir Wilham and Sir Thomas Gorges kmghts 
and therefore I do assure myself that no due honour done to the 
White Lion, but wnll be most grateful to 3/^ur Ladyship, whose 
husband and children do so nearly participate with the blood of that 
noble family So in aU duty I recommend this pamphlet, and the 
good acceptance thereof, to your honourable favour and protection 
London, this first of January, 1591 

Your Honour's humbly ever, 

ED SP 
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Whatever man be he whose heavy mmd^ 

With gnef of mournful great mishap opprest, 

Fit matter for his cares increase would find^ 

Let read the rueful plaint herein exprest^ 

Of one (I ween) the woefuFst man alive, 

Even sad Alcyon, whose empierced breast 
Sharp sorrow did m thousand pieces nve 

But whoso else m pleasure findeth sense, 

Or in this wretched life doth take delight. 

Let him be banished far aw'ay from hence, 

Nor let the sacred Sisters here be hight, 

Though they of sorrow heavily can sing, 

For even their heavy song would breed delight. 
But here no tunes, save sobs and groans, shall rmg 

Instead of them, and their sweet harmony, 

Let those three fatal Sisters, whose sad hands 
Do weave the direful threads of destiny. 

And m their wrath break off the vital bands, 
Approach hereto, and let the dreadful Queen 
Of Darkness deep come from the Stygian strands, 
And gnsly ghosts, to hear the doleful teen 

In gloomy evenmg, when the weary sun, 

After his day^s long labour drew to rest, 

And sweaty steeds, now having overran 
The compassed sky, gan water in the west, 

I walked abroad to breathe the freshing air 
In open fields, whose fiowermg pnde, opprest 
With early frosts, had lost their beauty fair 

There came unto my mind a troublous thought, 
Which daily doth my weaker wit possess. 

Nor lets it rest until it forth have brought 
Her long-borne infant, fruit of heavmess, 

Which she conceived hath through meditation 
Of this world’s vainness and life’s wretchedness, 
That yet my soul it deeply doth impassion 

So as I mused on the misery 
In which men live, and I of many most 
Most miserable man, I did espy 
Where towards me a sorry wight did cost, 



Clad all in black, that mourning did bewray, 

And Jacob staff m hand devoutly crossed, 

Like to some pilgrim come from far away 

His careless locks uncomb6d and unshorn, 

Hung long adown, and beard all overgrown, 

That well he seemed to become wight forlorn, 
Down to the earth his heavy eyes were thrown. 

As loathmg light, and ever as he went 
He sighed soft, and inly deep did groan. 

As if his heart m pieces would have rent 

Approachmg nigh, his face I viewed near, 

And by the semblant of his countenance 
Meseemed I had his person seen elsewhere. 

Most like Alcyon seeming at a glance, 

Alcyon he, the jolly shepherd swam 
That wont full mernly to pipe and dance. 

And fill with pleasance every wood and plam 

Yet half m doubt, because of his disguise, 

I softly said, “ Alcyon ^ Therewithal 
He looked aside as m disdainful wise, 

Yet stayed not, till I again did call 

Then, turning back, he said, with hollow sound, 

“Who is It that doth name me, woeful thrall. 

The wretched'st man that treads this day on ground? 

“One, whom like woefulness, impressed deep, 

Hath made fit mate thy wretched case to hear. 

And given hke cause with thee to wail and weep, 
Gnef finds some ease by him that hke does bear* 
Then stay, Alcyon, gentle shepherd ^ stay,” 

(Quoth I) “till thou have to my trusty ear 
Committed what thee doth so ill apay ” 

“Cease, foolish man^” (said he, ha^E wrathfully) 

“ To seek to hear that which cannot be told, 

For the huge anguish, which doth multiply 
My djrmg pains, no tongue can well unfold, 

Ne do I care that any should bemoan 
My hard mishap, or any weep that wold, 

■Rut seek alone to weep, and die alone ” 
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‘‘Then be it so/’ (quoth I) “that thou are bent 
To die alone, unpitied, unplained, 

Yet, ere thou die, it were convenient 

To tell the cause which thee thereto constrained, 

Lest that the world thee dead accuse of guilt, 

And say, when thou of none shalt be maintained, 
That thou for secret crime thy blood hast spilt ” 

“Who life does loathe, and longs to be unbound 
From the strong shackles of frail flesh,” quoth he, 
“Nought cares at all what they, that live on ground. 
Deem the occasion of his death to be. 

Rather desires to be forgotten quite. 

Than question made of his calamity. 

For heart’s deep sorrow hates both life and light 

“Yet since so much thou seem’st to rue my gnef. 
And carest for one that for himself cares nought, 
(Sign of thy love, though nought for my relief. 

For my relief exceedeth living thought) 

I will to thee this heavy case relate 
Then hearken well till it to end be brought, 

For never didst thou hear more hapless fate 

“Whilom I used (as thou nght well dost know) 

My little flock on western downs to keep, 

Not far from whence Sabrma’s stream doth flow, 

And flowery banks with silver liquor steep. 

Nought cared I then for worldly change or chance. 
For all my joy was on my gentle sheep. 

And to my pipe to carol and to dance 

“It there befell, as I the fields did range 
Fearless and free, a fair young lioness, 

White as the native rose before the change 
Which Venus’ blood did m her leaves impress, 

I spied playmg on the grassy plain 

Her youtl^l sports and kmdly wantonness. 

That did all other beasts m beauty stain 

“Much was I moved at so goodly sight. 

Whose like before mme eye had seldom seen. 

And gan to cast how I her compass might, 

And bring to hand that yet had never been. 



So well I wrought with mildness and with pam^ 
That I her caught disporting on the green, 

And brought away fast bound with silver chain 

“And afterwards I handled her so fair. 

That though by kmd she stout and savage were, 
For being born an ancient^lion’s heir. 

And of the race that all wild beasts do fear. 

Yet I her framed, and won so to my bent, 

That she became so meek and mild of cheer, 

As the least lamb in all my flock that went 

“For she m field, wherever I did wend, 

Would wend with me, and wait by me all day, 
And all the night that I m watch did spend, 

If cause required, or else in sleep, if nay. 

She would all night by me or watch or sleep. 
And evermore when I did sleep or play. 

She of my flock would take full wary keep 

“Safe then, and safest were my silly sheep, 

Ne feared the wolf, ne feared the wildest beast. 
All were ydrowned m careless qmet deep, 

My lovely honess without behest 
So careful was for them, and for my good. 

That when I waked, neither most nor least 
I found miscarned or m plain or wood 

“Oft did the shepherds, which my hap did hear, 
And oft their lasses, which my luck envide, 
Daily resort to me from far and near. 

To see my lioness, whose praises wide 
Were spread abroad, and when her worthmess 
Much greater than the rude report they tried, 
They her did praise, and my good fortune bless 

“Long thus I ]oyed m my happm^s. 

And well did hope my joy would have no end 
But oh, fond man * that in world^s fickleness, 
Reposedst hope, or weenedst her thy fnend 
That glones most in mortal misenes. 

And daily doth her changeful counsels bend 
To make new matter fit for tragedies. 
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‘‘For whilst I was thus without dread or doubt, 

A cruel sat 3 rr with his murderous dart. 

Greedy of mischief, rangmg all about, 

Gave her the fatal wound of deadly smart. 

And reft fro me my sweet companion, 

And reft fro me my love, my life, my heart 
My lioness (ah, wo^is me f) is gone * 

“Out of the world thus was she reft away, 

Out of the world, unworthy such a spoil, 

And borne to heaven, for heaven a fitter prey, 

Much fitter than the lion, which with toil 
Alcides slew, and fixed m firmament 
Her now I seek throughout this earthly soil. 

And seekmg miss, and missing do lament ’’ 

Therewith he gan afresh to wail and weep, 

That I for pity of his heavy phght 

Could not abstain mme eyes with tears to steep. 

But, when I saw the anguish of his sprite 
Some deal allayed, I him bespake agam 
“ Certes, Alcyon, painful is thy plight, 

That it in me breeds almost equal pain 

“Yet doth not my dull wit well understand 
The nddle of thy lov6d lioness, 

For rare it seems m reason to be scanned, 

That man, who doth the whole world^s rule possess, 
Should to a beast his noble heart embase. 

And be the vassal of his vassaless, 

Therefore more plam arede this doubtful case ” 

Then sighmg sore, “Daphne thou knew’st,’’ quoth he, 
“She now is dead ne more endured to say, 

But fell to ground for great extremity. 

That I, beholdmg it, with deep dismay 
Was much appalled, and, lightly him uprearmg. 
Revoked h#e, that would have fled away, 

All were myself, through gnef, in deadly drearmg 

Then gan I him to comfort all my best, 

And with mid counsel strove to mitigate 
The stormy passion of his troubled breast. 

But he thereby was more impassionate. 
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As stubborn steed^ that is with curb restrained. 
Becomes more fierce and fervent in his gait. 
And, breakmg forth at last, thus dearnly plamed 

I 

**What man henceforth that breatheth vital air 
Will honour heaven, or heavenly powers adore. 
Which so unjustly do their judgements share 
’Mongst earthly wights, as to afflict so sore 
The mnocent, as those which do transgress. 

And do not spare the best or fairest, more 
Than worst or foulest, but do both oppress? 

If this be nght, why did they then create 
The world so fair, sith fairness is neglected? 

Or why be they themselves immaculate, 

If purest things be not by them respected ? 

She fair, she pure, most fair, most pure she was, 
Yet was by them as thing impure rejected, 

Yet she in pureness heaven itself did pass 

**In pureness and in all celestial grace. 

That men admire m goodly womankind, 

She did excel, and seemed of angels^ race, 

Living on earth hke angel new divined, 

Adorned with wisdom and with chastity, 

And all the dowries of a noble mmd. 

Which did her beauty much more beautify 

‘*No age hath bred (since fair Astraea left 
The sinful world) more virtue in a wight, 

And when she parted hence, with her she reft 
Great hope, aiid robbed her race of bounty quite 
Well may the shepherd lasses now lament, 

For double loss by her hath on them hght, 

To lose both her and bounty’s ornament 

‘*Ne let Elisa, royal shepherdess, % 

The praises of my parted love env^, 

For she hath praises m all plenteousness 
Poured upon her, like showers of Castaly, 

By her own shepherd, Cohn, her own shepherd, 
That her with heavenly hymns doth deify, 

Of rustic Muse full hardly to be bettered 
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‘‘She IS the rose, the glory of the day, 

And mine the primrose m the lowly shade 
Mme, ah ^ not mme, amiss I mme did say 
Not mine, but His, which mme awhile her made 
Mme to be His, with Him to live for aye 

0 that so fair a flower so soon should fade. 

And through untimely tempest fall away * 

“She fell away m her first age’s spring. 

Whilst yet her leaf was green, and fresh her nnd. 
And whilst her branch fair blossoms forth did brmg. 
She fell away agamst all course of kind 
For age to die is nght, but youth is wrong, 

She fell away like fruit blo\vn down with wind 
Weep, shepherd ^ weep, to make my undersong 

II 

“What heart so stony hard but that would weep, 
And pour forth fountains of incessant tears ^ 

What Timon but would let compassion creep 
Into his breast, and pierce his frozen ears ^ 

Instead of tears, whose brackish bitter well 

1 wasted have, my heart-blood droppmg wears. 

To thmk to ground how that fair blossom fell 

“Yet fell she not as one enforced to die, 

Ne died with dread and grudgmg discontent. 

But as one toiled with travail down doth he. 

So lay she down, as if to sleep she went, 

And closed her eyes with careless quietness, 

The whiles soft death away her spirit hent, 

And soul assoiled from smful fleshiiness 

“Yet ere that life her lodgmg did forsake, 

She, all resolved, and ready to remove. 

Calling to me (ay me *) this wise bespake, 

‘ Alcyon ^ ah, my first and latest love f 
Ah ^ why <foes my Alcyon weep and mourn, 

And grieve my ghost, that ill mote him behove, 

As if to me had chanced some evil turn * 

“‘I, since the messenger is come for me, 

That summons souls unto the bndal feast 
Of his great Lord, must needs depart from thee. 
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And straight obey his sovereign behest, 

Why should Alcyon then so sore lament 
That I from misery shall be released, 

And freed from wretched long imprisonment ^ 

“ ‘Our days are full of dolour and disease. 

Our life afflicted with inces!lant pam, 

That nought on earth may lessen or appease. 

Why then should I desire here to remain ^ 

Or why should he, that loves me, sorry be 
For my deliverance, or at all complam 
My good to hear, and toward joys to see ’ 

“‘I go, and long desired have to go, 

I go with gladness to my wished rest. 

Whereas no world’s sad care nor wastmg woe 
May come their happy quiet to molest. 

But samts and angels in celestial thrones 
Eternally Him praise that hath them blest, 

There shall I be amongst those blessed ones 

‘“Yet, ere I go, a pledge I leave with thee 
Of the late love the which betwixt us passed, 

My young Ambrosia, in lieu of me. 

Love her, so shall our love for ever last 
Thus, dear ’ adieu, whom I expect ere long ’ — 

So havmg said, away she softly passed 
Weep, shepherd * weep, to make mme undersong 

III 

“So oft as I record those piercmg words. 

Which yet are deep engraven m my breast, 

And those last deadly accents, which like swords 
Bid wound my heart, and rend my bleedmg chest, 
With those sweet sug’red speeches do compare. 

The which my soul first conquered possessed. 

The first beginners of my endless care 

“And when those pallid cheeks and ashy hue, 

In which sad BeatJi his portraiture had writ. 

And when those hollow eyes and deadly view. 

On which the cloud of ghastly night did sit, 
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I match with that sweet smile and cheerful brow^ 
Which all the world subdued unto it, 

How happy was I then, and wretched now ^ 

"'How happy was I when I saw her lead 
The shepherds’ daughters dancing in a round ^ 

How trimly would«she trace and softly tread 
The tender grass, with rosy garland crowned ^ 

And when she list advance her heavenly voice, 
Both nymphs and muses nigh she made astound. 
And docks and shepherds caused to rejoice 

"But now, ye shepherd lasses, who shall lead 
Your wand’rmg troops, or sing your vireiays? 

Or who shall dight your bowers, sith she is dead 
That was the lady of your holidays^ 

Let now your bliss be turned into bale, 

And mto plamts convert your joyous plays. 

And with the same fill every hill and dale 

"Let bagpipe nevermore be heard to shrill. 

That may allure the senses to delight, 

Ne ever shepherd sound his oaten quill 
Unto the many that provoke them might 
To idle pleasance, but let ghastliness 
And dreary horror dim the cheerful light, 

To make the image of true heavmess 

"Let birds be silent on the naked spray. 

And shady woods resound with dreadful yells, 

Let streaming floods their hasty courses stay. 

And parchmg drouth dry up the crystal wells, 

Let th’ earth be barren, and bring forth no flowers, 
And th’ air be filled with noise of doleful knells. 
And wand’nng spints walk untimely hours 

"And Nafture, nurse of every living thing, 

g herself from her long weanness, 

e henceforth things kindly forth to bring, 
3US monsters full of ugliness, 
t IS that hath me done this wrong, 

, but stepdame, cruel, merciless 
epherd ^ weep, to make my undersong 
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IV 

little flock, whom erst I loved so well, 

And wont to feed with finest grass that grew, 

Feed ye henceforth on bitter astrophel. 

And stinkmg smallage, and unsavoury rue. 

And, when your maws are with those weeds corrupted, 

Be ye the prey of wolves, lie will I rue 

That with your carcasses wild beasts be glutted 

“Ne worse to you, my silly sheep, I pray, 

Ne sorer vengeance wish on you to fall 
Than to myself, for whose confused decay 
To careless heavens I do daily call, 

But heavens refuse to hear a wretdi’s cry, 

And cruel Death doth scorn to come at call, 

Or grant his boon that most desires to die 

The good and righteous he away doth take, 

To plague th^ unrighteous which ahve remain, 

But the ungodly ones he doth forsake. 

By living long to multiply their pain. 

Else surely death should be no punishment, 

As the Great Judge at first did it ordain, 

But rather riddance from long languishment 

Therefore, my Daphne they have ta’en away, 

For worthy of a better place was she 
But me unworthy willed here to stay, 

That with her lack I might tormented be 
Sith then they so have ordered, I will pay 
Penance to her, accordmg their decree. 

And to her ghpst do service day by day 

“For I will walk this wand’nng pilgrimage, 
Throughout the world from one to other end, 

And in affliction waste my better age 
My bread shall be the anguish of my mmd. 

My dnnk the tears which fro mme%yes do ram, 

My bed the ground that hardest I may find. 

So will I wilfully mcrease my pam 

“And she, my love that was, my saint that is. 

When she beholds from her celestial throne 
(In which she joyetii in eternal bliss) 
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My bitter penance^ will my case bemoan. 

And pity me that livmg thus do die, 

For heavenly spints have compassion 
On mortal men, and rue their misery 

when I have with sorrow satisfied 
Th' importune Fat^, which vengeance on me seek, 
And th’ heavens with long languor pacified, 

She, for pure pity of my sufferance meek. 

Will send for me, for which I daily long, 

And will till then my painful penance eke 
Weep, shepherd ^ weep, to make my undersong 

V 

Henceforth I hate whatever Nature made. 

And in her workmanship no pleasure find, 

For they be ail but vain, and quickly fade. 

So soon as on them blows the northern wind, 

They tarry not, but flit and fall away, 

Leavmg behmd them nought but gnef of mind, 
And mocking such as think they long will stay 

“ I hate the heaven, because it doth withhold 
Me from my love, and eke my love from me, 

I hate the earth, because it is the mould 
Of fleshly slime and frail mortality, 

I hate the fire, because to nought it flies, 

I hate the air, because sighs of it be, 

I hate the sea, because it tears supplies 

hate the day, because it lendeth light 
To see all thmgs, and not my love to see, 

I hate the darkness and the dreary night, 

Because they breed sad balefulness m me, 

I hate all tunes, because all times do fly 
So fast awjry, and may not stayed be, 

But as a speedy post that passeth by 

hate to speak, my voice is spent with crying, 

I hate to hear, loud plamts have dulled mine ears, 

I hate to taste, for food withholds my dying, 

I hate to see, mme eyes are dimmed with tears, 
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I hate to smelly no sweet on earth is left, 

I hate to feel, my flesh is numbed with fears 
So all my senses from me are bereft 

‘‘I hate all men, and shun all womankmd. 

The one, because as I they wretched are. 

The other, for because I not find 
My love with them, that w ont to be their star 
And life I hate, because it will not last. 

And death I hate, because it life doth mar. 
And all I hate that is to come or past 

*‘So all the world, and all in it I hate. 

Because it changeth ever to and fro. 

And never standeth in one certain state, 

But still unsteadfast, round about doth go 
Like a mill-wheel in midst of misery. 

Driven with streams of wretchedness and woe, 
That dying lives, and living still does die 

“So do I live, so do I daily die. 

And pme away in self-consummg pam * 

Sith she that did my vital powers supply. 

And feeble spirits in their force mamtam. 

Is fetched fro me, why seek I to prolong 
My weary days m dolour and disdam^ 

Weep, shepherd ^ weep, to make my undersong 

VI 

“Why do I longer live in hfe’s despite. 

And do not die then in despite of death, 

Why do I longer see this loathsome light 
And do m datkness not abridge my breath, 
Sith all my sorrow should have end thereby. 
And cares find quiet ^ Is it so uneath 
To leave this life, or dolorous to die^ 

“To live I find it deadly dolorous,® 

For life draws care, and care continual woe, 
Therefore to die must needs be joyeous. 

And wishful thmg this sad life to forgo 
But I must stay, I may it not amend, 

My Daphne hence departmg bad me so. 

She bad me stay, till she for me did send 
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Yet, whilst I m this wretched vale do stay 
My weary feet shall ever wandering be, 

That still I may be ready on my way 
Whenas her messenger doth come for me, 

Ne will I rest my feet for feebleness, 

Ne will I rest my limbs for frailty, 

Ne will I rest mme^yes for heaviness 

“But, as the mother of the gods, that sought 
For fair Eurydice, her daughter dear, 

Throughout the world, with woeful heavy thought, 
So will I travel whilst I tarry here, 

Ne will I lodge, ne will I ever hn, 

Ne, whenas droopmg Titan draweth near 
To loose his team, will I take up my inn 

“Ne sleep (the harbinger of weary wights) 

Shall ever lodge upon mme eyelids more, 

Ne shall with rest refresh my faintmg sprites, 

Nor failing force to former strength restore 
But I will wake and sorrow all the night 
With Philumene, my fortune to deplore, 

With Philumene, the partner of my plight 

“And ever as I see the stars to fall. 

And underground to go to give them hght 
Which dwell m darkness, I to mind will call 
How my fair star (that shined on me so bnght) 
Fell suddenly and faded underground, 

Smce whose departure, day is turned to night, 

And night without a Venus star is found 

“But soon as day doth shew his dewy face. 

And calls forth men unto their toilsome trade, 

I will withdraw me to some darksome place, 

Or some deep cave, or sohtary shade, 

There will I sigh, and sorrow all day long, 

And the huge burden of my cares unlade 
Weep, shepherd ^ weep, to make my undersong 

VII 

“Henceforth mme eyes shall nevermore behold 
Fair thmg on earth, ne feed on false dehght 
Of aught that framed is of mortal mould, 

Sith that my fairest flower is faded quite, 
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For all I see is vam and transitory, 

Ne will be held in any steadfast plight, 

But in a moment lose their grace and glory 

And ye fond men ^ on Fortune’s wheel that ride, 
Or in aught under heaven repose assurance, 

Be It nches, beauty, or honour’s pnde, 

Be sure that they shall have no long endurance, 
But ere ye be aware will flit away. 

For nought of them is yours, but th’ only usance 
Of a small time, which none ascertam may 

** And ye, true lovers * whom disastrous chance 
Hath far exiled from your ladies’ grace, 

To mourn in sorrow and sad sufferance. 

When ye do hear me in that desert place 
Lamenting loud my Daphne’s elegy. 

Help me to wail my miserable case, 

And when life parts vouchsafe to close mine eye 

‘^And ye, more happy lovers * which enjoy 
The presence of your dearest loves’ delight, 

When ye do hear my sorrowful annoy, 

Yet pity me m your impassioned sprite. 

And think that such mishap, as chanced to me, 
May happen unto the most happiest wight, 

For all men’s states alike unsteadfast be 

“And ye, my fellow-shepherds ^ which do feed 
Your careless flocks on hills and open plains, 

With better fortune than did me succeed, 
Remember yet my undeserved pams. 

And, when ye hear that I am dead or slam, 
Lament my lot, and tell your fellow-swams 
That sad ijcyon died in life’s disdam 

“And ye, fair damsels* shepherds’tdear delights. 
That with your loves do their rude hearts possess, 
Whenas my hearse shall happen to your sights. 
Vouchsafe to deck the same with cyparess. 

And ever spnnkle brackish tears among. 

In pity of my undeserved distress. 

The which I, wretch, endured have thus long 
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“And ye, poor pilgrims^ that with restless toil 
Weary yourselves m wandering desert ways, 

Till that you come where ye your vows assoil, 
When passing by ye read these woeful lays, 

On my grave wntten, me my Daphne's wrong, 
And mourn for me that languish out my days 
Cease, shepherd * cea.se, and end thy undersong " 

Thus when he ended had his heavy plaint, 

The heaviest plaint that ever I heard sound. 

His cheeks wexed pale, and sprites began to faint 
As if again he would have fallen to ground , 
Which when I saw, I (stepping to him light) 
Amoved him out of his stony swound. 

And gan him to recomfort as I might 

But he no way recomforted would be. 

Nor suffer solace to approach him nigh, 

But casting up a sdeignful eye at me. 

That m his trance I would not let him he, 

Did rend his hair, and beat his blubb'red face, 

As one disposed wilfully to die, 

That I sore gneved to see his wretched case 

Then when the pang was somewhat overpast, 
And the outrageous passion mgh appeased, 

I him desired, sith day was overcast, 

And dark night fast approached, to be pleased 
To turn aside unto my cabinet. 

And stay with me, till he were better eased 
Of that strong stound which him so sore beset 

But by no means I could him wm thereto, 

Ne longer him entreat with me to stay, 

But without takmg leave he forth did go 
With stagg'nng pace and dismal looks dismay, 

As if that IJeath he m the face had seen, 

Or helhsh hags had met upon the way 
But what of him became I cannot ween 
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The shepherd’s boy (best knowen by that name) 

That after Tityrus first sung his lay, 

Lays of sweet love, without rebuke or blame, 

Sate (as his custom was) upon a day, 

Charmmg his oaten pipe unto his peers. 

The shepherd swains that did about him play 
Who all the while, with greedy hstful ears, 

Did stand astomsehd at his cunous skill, 

Like heartless deer, dismayed with thunder’s sound 
At last, whenas he piped had his fill, 

He rested him and, sitting then abound. 

One of those grooms (a jolly groom was he, 

As ever piped on an oaten reed. 

And loved this shepherd dearest in degree, 

Hight Hobbmol) gan thus to him arede 
“ Colin, my lief, my life, how great a loss 
Had all the shepherds’ nation by thy lack 
247 
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And I, poor swam, of many, greatest cross ^ 

That, sith thy Muse first since thy turning back 
Was heard to sound as she was wont on high. 
Hast made us all so blessed and so blithe 
Whilst thou wast hence, all dead in dole did he 
The woods were heard to wail full many a sithe, 
And all their birds ^vith silence to complain 
The fields with faded flowers did seem to mourn, 
And all their flocks from feeding to refrain 
The runmng waters wept for thy return, 

And ail their fish with languor did lament 
But now both woods and fields and floods revive, 
Sith thou art come, their cause of mernment, 

That us, late dead, has made again alive 
But were it not too painful to repeat 
The passed fortunes, which to thee befell 
In thy late voyage, we thee would entreat, 

Now at thy leisure them to us to tell 
To whom the shepherd gently answered thus 
‘^Hobbin, thou temptest me to that I couet 
Tor of good passed newly to discuss, 

By double usury doth twice renew it 
And since I saw that angeFs blessed eye, 

Her world’s bright sun, her heaven’s fairest light, 
My mmd, full of my thoughts’ satiety, 

Both feed on sweet contentment of that sight 
Smce that same day m nought I take dehght, 

Ne feelmg have in any earthly pleasure, 

But m remembrance of that glorious bright, 

My hfe’s sole bliss, my heart’s eternal treasure 
Wake then, my pipe, my sleepy Muse, awake. 

Till I have told her praises lasting long 
Hobbm desires, thou may’st it aiot forsake, — 
Hark then, ye jolly shepherds, to my song ” 

With that they all gan throng about him near, 
With hungry ears to hear his harmony 
The whiles^heir flocks, devoid of danger’s fear. 
Bid round about them feed at liberty 
^‘One day” (quoth he) “I sat (as was my trade) 
Under the foot of Mole, that mountain hoar, 
Keepmg my sheep amongst the cooly shade 
Of the green alders by the Mulla’s shore. 

There a strange shepherd chanced to find me out, 
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Whether allured with my pipe’s delight, 

Whose pleasmg sound yshnll6d far about, 

Or thither led by chance, I know not nght 
Whom when I ask^d from what place he came, 

And how he hight, himself he did yclepe 
The Shepherd of the Ocean by name. 

And said he came far froi» the mam-sea deep 
He, sittmg me beside m that same shade, 

Provoked me to play some pleasant fit. 

And, when he heard the music which I made. 

He found himself full greatly pleased at it 
Yet, emuhng my pipe, he took m bond 
My pipe, before that emuled of many, 

And played thereon, (for well that skill he conned) 
Himself as skilful in that art as any 
He piped, I sung, and, when he sung, I piped. 

By change of turns, each making other merry, 

Neither envying other, nor envied, 

So pip6d we, until we both were weary ” 

There interrupting him, a bonny swam. 

That Cuddy hight, him thus atween bespake 
And, should it not thy ready course restram, 

I would request thee, Cohn, for my sake, 

To tell what thou didst sing, when he did play, 

For well I ween it worth recounting was, 

Whether it were some h3nnn, or moral lay, 

Or carol made to praise thy loved lass ” 

“Nor of my love, nor of my lass” (quoth he) 

“I then did sing, as then occasion fell 
For love had me forlorn, forlorn of me. 

That made me m that desert choose to dwell 
But of my river Bregog’s love I sung. 

Which to the ^my Mulla he did bear, 

And yet doth bear, and ever will, so long 
As water doth withm his banks appear ” 

“Of fellowship” (said then that bonny boy) 

“Record to us that lovely lay agaiA 

The stay whereof shall nought these ears annoy, 

Who all that Colm makes do covet fam ” 

“Hear then” (quoth he) “the tenor of my tale, 

In sort as I it to that shepherd told 
No leasing new, nor grandam’s fable stale. 

But ancient truth confirmed with credence old 
*1^79 
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“ Old father Mole, (Mole hight that mountain gray 
That walls the north side of Armulla dale) 

He had a daughter fresh as flower of May, 

Which gave that name unto that pleasant vale, 
Muila, the daughter of old Mole, so hight 
The n3nnph, which of that water-course has charge, 
That, spnngmg ouli of Mole, doth run down right 
To Buttevant, where, spreadmg forth at large, 

It giveth name unto that ancient city, 

Which Kilnemullah cleped is of old, 

Whose ragged rums breed great ruth and pity 
To travellers, which it from far behold 
Full fain she loved, and was beloved full fam 
Of her own brother river, Bregog hight. 

So hight because of this deceitful tram 
Which he with Mulla wrought to wm delight 
But her old sire more careful of her good. 

And meaning her much better to prefer. 

Did think to match her with the neighbour flood, 
Which Alio hight, Broad -water called far, 

And wrought so well with his continual pain, 

That he that river for his daughter won 
The dower agreed, the day assigned plain, 

The place appointed where it should be done 
Nath’less the n3nnph her former likmg held, 

For love will not be drawn, but must be led, 

And Bregog did so well her fancy weld, 

That her good will he got her first to wed 
But for her father, sitting still on high, 

Did wanly still watch which way she went. 

And eke from far observed, with jealous eye. 

Which way his course the wanton Bregog bent. 

Him to deceive, for all his watttiful ward. 

The wily lover did devise this sleight 
First into many parts his stream he shared, 

That, whilst the one was watched, the other might 
Pass unespped to meet her by the way, 

And then, besides, those little streams so broken 
He underground so closely did convey, 

That of their passage doth appear no token. 

Till they into the MuUa’s water slide 
So secretly did he his love enjoy, 

Yet not so secret, but it was descned. 
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And told her father by a shepherd’s boy 
Who, wondrous wroth, for that so foul despight. 

In great avenge did roll down from his hill 
Huge mighty stones, the which encumber might 
His passage, and his water-courses spdl 
So of a river, which he was of old. 

He none was made, but scstt’red all to nought, 

And, lost among those rocks into him rolled, 

Did lose his name so dear his love he bought ” 

Which havmg said, him ThestyUs bespake 
‘'Now by my life this was a merry lay. 

Worthy of Colm self, that did it make 
But rede now eke, of friendship I thee pray. 

What ditty did that other shepherd smg 
For I do covet most the same to hear, 

As men use most to covet foreign thmg ” 

“That shall I eke” (quoth he) “to you declare 
His song was all a lamentable lay 
Of great unkmdness, and of usage hard. 

Of Cynthia the Lady of the Sea, 

Which from her presence faultless him debarred 
And ever and anon, with smgults nfe, 

He cried out, to make his undersong 

‘Ahl my love’s queen, and goddess of my life, 

Who shall me pity, when thou dost me wrong ^ ’” 
Then gan a gentle bonny lass to speak, 

That Mann hight “ Right well he sure did plam, 

That could great C5mthia’s sore displeasure break. 
And move to take him to her grace again 
But tell on further, Colin, as befell 
’Twixt him and thee, that thee did hence dissuade ’’ 
“When thus our pipes we both had weaned well,” 
(Quoth he) “and each an end of smging made. 

He gan to cast great hking to my lore. 

And great dislilmg to my luckless lot, 

That banished had myself, like wight forlore, 

Into that waste, where I was qmtaiforgot 

The which to leave, thenceforth he counselled me, 

Unmeet for man, in whom was aught regardful. 

And wend with ham, his Cynthia to see. 

Whose grace was great, and bounty most rewardful 
Besides her peeriess skill in makmg well, 

And all the ornaments of wondrous wit. 
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Such as all womankind did far excels 
Such as the world admired^ and prais6d it 
So what with hope of good^ and hate of ill^ 

He me persuaded forth with him to fare 
Nought took I with me, but mme oaten quill 
Small needments else need shepherd to prepare 
So to the sea we cagne, the sea, that is 
A world of waters heaped up on high, 

Rolhng like mountains in wide wilderness, 

Homble, hideous, roanng with hoarse cry 
‘'And IS the sea^^ (quoth Corydon) “so fearful?"^ 
“Fearful much more’' (quoth he) “than heart can 
fear 

Thousand wild beasts with deep mouths gaping direful 
Therein still wait poor passengers to tear 
Who life doth loathe, and longs Death to behold. 
Before he die, already dead with fear. 

And yet would live with heart half stony cold, 

Let him to sea, and he shall see it there 
And yet as ghastly dreadful, as it seems. 

Bold men, presuming life for gam to sell. 

Dare tempt that gulf, and in those wand’nng streams 
Seek ways unknown, ways leading down to hell 
For, as we stood there waiting on the strand, 

Behold ^ an huge great vessel to us came, 

Dancing upon the waters back to land, 

As if It scorned the danger of the same, 

Yet was it but a wooden frame and frail. 

Glued together with some subtil matter 
Yet had it arms and wmgs, and head and tail, 

And hfe to move itself upon the water 

Strange thing ^ how bold and sv^ft the monster was, 

That neither cared for wmd, nOT hail, nor ram, 

Nor swellmg waves, but thorough them did pass 
So proudly, that she made them roar again 
The same aboard us gently did receive, 

And without harm us far away did bear, 

So far that land, our mother, us did leave. 

And nought but sea and heaven to us appear 
Then heartless quite, and full of inward fear. 

That shepherd I besought to me to tell, 

Under what sky, or m what world we were, 

In which I saw no living people dwell 
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Who, me recomfortmg ail that he might. 

Told me that that same was the regiment 
Of a great shepherdess, that Cynthia hight. 

His liege, his lady, and his lifers regent — 

“If then’^ (quoth I) “a shepherdess she be. 

Where be the flocks and herds, which she doth keep? 
And where may I the hillstand pastures see, 

On which she useth for to feed her sheep 
“These be the hills,’^ (quoth he) “the surges high. 
On which fair Cynthia her herds doth feed 
Her herds be thousand fishes with their fry. 

Which in the bosom of the billows breed 
Of them the shepherd which hath charge m chief, 

Is Triton, blowmg loud his wreathed horn 
At sound whereof, they all for their relief 
Wend to and fro at evenmg and at mom 
And Proteus eke with him does drive his herd 
Of stmkmg seals and porpoises together, 

With hoary head and dewy-droppmg beard, 
Compelling them which way he list, and whether 
And, I among the rest, of many least. 

Have in the ocean charge to me assigned. 

Where I will live or die at her behest, 

And serve and honour her with faithful mmd 
Besides an hundred nymphs all heavenly born, 

And of immortal race, do still attend 

To wash fair Cynthia’s sheep, when they be shorn, 

And fold them up, when they have made an end 

Those be the shepherds which my Cynthia serve 

At sea, beside a thousand moe at land 

For land and sea my Cynthia doth deserve 

To have m hej commandement at hand ” 

Thereat I wond’red much, till, wond’rmg more 
And more, at length we land far off descried 
Which sight much gladded me, for much afore 
I feared, lest land we never should have eyed 
Thereto our ship her course directlf bent. 

As if the way she perfectly had known 
We Lundy pass, by that same name is meant 
An island, which the first to west was shown 
From thence another world of land we kenned, 
Floating amid the sea m jeopardy. 

And round about with mighty white rocks hemmed, 
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Against the sea’s encroaching cruelty 

Those same, the shepherd told me, were the fields 

In which dame Cynthia her landherds fed. 

Fair goodly fields, than which Armuila yields 
None fairer, nor more fruitful to be red 
The first, to which we mgh approached, was 
An high headland thrust far into the sea, 

Like to an horn, whereof the name it has, 

Yet seemed to be a goodly pleasant lea 
There did a lofty mount at first us greet, 

Which did a stately heap of stones uprear. 

That seemed amid the surges for to fleet. 

Much greater than that frame, which us did bear. 
There did our ship her fruitful womb unlade, 

And put us all ashore on Cynthia’s land ” 

What land is that thou meant,” (then Cuddy said) 
“And IS there other than whereon we stand 
“Ah* Cuddy,” (then quoth Cohn) “thou ’s a fon, 
That hast not seen least part of Nature’s work 
Much more there is unkenned than thou dost con. 
And much more that does from men’s knowledge lurk 
For that same land much larger is than this. 

And other men and beasts and birds doth feed 
There fruitful com, fair trees, fresh herbage is, 

And all thmgs else that living creatures need 
Besides most goodly nvers there appear, 

No whit mfenor to thy Fanchin’s praise, 

Or unto AUo, or to Mulla clear 
Nought hast thou, foolish boy, seen in thy days ” 
“But if that land be there” (quoth he) “as heie, 
And IS their heaven likewise there all one 
And, if like heaven, be heavenly graces there. 

Like as in this same world where we do won^” 

“Both heaven and heavenly graces do much more” 
(Quoth he) “abound in that same land than this 
For there all happy peace and plenteous store 
Conspire m one to make contented bliss 
No wading there nor wretchedness is heard, 

No bloody issues nor no leprosies. 

No gnsly famine, nor no raging swerd, 

No nightly bordrags, nor no hue and cries. 

The shepherds there abroad may safely he, 

On hills and downs, withouten dread or danger 
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No ravenous wolves the goodman’s hope destroy^ 
Nor outlaws fell affray the forest ranger 
There learned arts do flourish m great honour^ 

And poets’ wits are had in peerless pnce 
Religion hath lay power to rest upon her, 

Advancing virtue and suppressing vice 
For end, all good, all grac% there freely grows, 

Had people grace it gratefully to use 
For God His gifts there plenteously bestows, 

But graceless men them greatly do abuse '' 

‘‘But say on further” (then said Corylas) 

“ The rest of thine adventures, that betided ” 

“Forth on our voyage we by land did pass,” 
(Quoth he) “as that same shepherd still us guided. 
Until that we to Cynthia’s presence came 
Whose glory greater than my simple thought, 

I found much greater than the former fame, 

Such greatness I cannot compare to aught 
But if I her like aught on earth might read, 

I would her liken to a crown of lillies 
Upon a virgm bride’s adorned head. 

With roses dight and goolds and daffadillies 
Or like the circlet of a turtle true. 

In which all colours of the rainbow be. 

Or like fair Phoebe’s garland shmmg new. 

In which all pure perfection one may see 
But vam it is to think, by paragon 
Of earthly thmgs, to judge of things divme 
Her power, her mercy, and her wisdom, none 
Can deem, but who the Godhead can define 
Why then do I, base shepherd, bold and blmd. 
Presume the tilings so sacred to profane ^ 

More fit it is t’ adore, with humble mmd. 

The image of the heavens in shape humane ” 

With that Alexis broke his tale asunder, 

Saymg “By wond’nng at thy Cynthia’s praise, 

Cohn, thyself thou mak’st us more to wonder. 

And her upraismg dost thyself upraise 
But let us hear what grace she shewed thee. 

And how that shepherd strange thy cause advanced ” 
“The Shepherd of the Ocean” (quoth he) 

“Unto that goddess grace me first enhanced. 

And to mme oaten pipe inchned her ear, 
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That she thenceforth therein gan take delight, 

And it desired at timely hours to hear. 

All were my notes but rude and roughly dight. 

For not by measure of her own great mind, 

And wondrous worth, she mott my simple song. 

But joyed that country shepherd aught could find 
Worth hearkening Ijp, amongst the learned throng ” 

“Why^” (said Alexis then) “what needeth she 
That IS so great a shepherdess herself, 

And hath so many shepherds in her fee, 

To hear thee sing, a simple silly elf 

Or be the shepherds which do serve her lazy. 

That they hst not their merry pipes apply? 

Or be their pipes untunable and crazy, 

That they cannot her honour worthily?’’ 

“Ah* nay” (said Cohn), “neither so, nor so 
For better shepherds be not under sky, 

Nor better able, when they list to blow 
Their pipes aloud, her name to glonfy 
There is good Harpalus, now woxen aged 
In faithful service of fair Cynthia 
And there is Corydon, though meanly waged, 

Yet ablest wit of most I know this day 
And there is sad Alcyon bent to mourn, 

Though fit to frame an everlasting ditty. 

Whose gentle sprite for Daphne’s death doth turn 
Sweet lays of love to endless plamts of pity 
Ah * pensive boy, pursue that brave conceit 
In thy sweet Eglantine of Menfiure , 

Lift up thy notes unto their wonted height, 

That may thy Muse and mates to mirth allure 
There eke is Palm worthy of gr^at praise, 

Albe he envy at my rustic quill 
And there is pleasing Alcon, could he raise 
His tunes from lays to matter of more skill 
And there is old Falemon free from spite 
Whose caiieful pipe may make the hearer rue 
Yet he himself may rued be more right. 

That sung so long until quite hoarse he grew 
And there is Alabaster, throughly taught 
In all this skill, though knowen yet to few, 

Yet, were he kimwn to Cynthia as he ought. 

His Eltsets would be read anew 
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Who lives that can match that heroic song, 

Which he hath of that mighty prmcess made ^ 

0 dreaded Diead, do not thyself that wrong. 

To let thy fame lie so in hidden shade 
But call It forth, 0 call him forth to thee. 

To end thy glory which he hath begun 
That, when he finished h^th as it should be, 

No braver poem can be under sun 

Nor Po nor Tiber's swans so much renowned, 

Nor all the brood of Greece so highly praised, 

Can match that Muse when it with bays is crowned. 
And to the pitch of her perfection raised 
And there is a new shepherd late upsprong, 

The which doth all afore him far surpass. 

Appearing well m that well-tuned song. 

Which late he sung unto a scornful lass 
Yet doth his trembling Muse but lowly fiy, 

As dating not to rashly mount on hight. 

And doth her tender plumes as yet but try 
In love's soft lays and looser thoughts' dehght 
Then rouse thy feathers quickly. Darnel, 

And to what course thou please thyself advance 
But most, meseems, thy accent will excel 
In tragic plaints and passionate mischance 
And there that Shepherd of the Ocean is, 

That spends his wit m love's consummg smart 
Full sweetly temp'red is that Muse of his, 

That can empierce a prmce's mighty heart 
There also is (ah no, he is not now *), 

But since I said he is, he quite is gone, 

Amyntas quite is gone, and lies full low, 

Havmg his Amaryllis left to moan 
Help, 0 ye Shepherds, help ye all m this. 

Help Amaryllis this her loss to mourn 
Her loss is yours, your loss Amyntas is, 

Am3mtas, flower of shepherds' pnde forlorn 
He whilst he hved was the nobleit swain 
That ever piped in an oaten quill 
Both did he other, which could pipe, mamtam. 

And eke could pipe himself with passing skill 
And there, though last not least, is Aetion, 

A gentler shepherd may nowhere be found 
Whose Muse, full of high thought's mvention, 
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Doth like himself heroically sound 
All these, and many others mo remain, 

Now after Astrophel is dead and gone 
But while as Astrophel did live and reign, 

Amongst all these was none his paragon 
All these do flounsh in their sundry kind, 

And do their C3mthi% immortal make 
Yet found I hiing m her royal mind. 

Not for my skill, but for that shepherd's sake " 

Then spake a lovely lass, hight Lucida 
“Shepherd, enough of shepherds thou hast told,"" 
Which favour thee, and honour Cynthia 
But of so many nymphs, which she doth hold 
In her retmue, thou hast nothing said, 

That seems, with none of them thou favour foundest. 
Or art mgrateful to each gentle maid. 

That none of all their due deserts resoundest " 

“ ^h far be it" (quoth Cohn Clout) “fro me, 

That I of gentle maids should ill deserve * 

For that myself I do profess to be 
Vassal to one, whom all my days I serve, 

The beam of beauty sparkled from above, 

The flower of virtue and pure chastity, 

The blossom of sweet joy and perfect love, 

The pearl of peerless grace and modesty 
To her my thoughts I daily dedicate, 

To her my heart I mghtly martyrize 
To her my love I lowly do prostrate. 

To her my hfe I wholly sacrifice 

My thought, my heart, my love, my hfe is she, 

And I hers ever only, ever one 
One ever I all vowed hers to be, 

One ever I, and others' never none " 

Then thus Melissa said “Thnce happy maid, 
Whom thou dost so enforce to deify 
That woods, and hills, and valleys thou hast made 
Her name toi^cho unto heaven high 
But say, who else vouchsafed thee of grace " 

“They all" (quoth he) “me graced goodly well. 
That all I praise, but m the highest place, 

Urama, sister unto Astrophel, 

In whose brave mmd, as in a golden cofier, 

All heavenly gifts and nches locked are, 
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More rich than pearls of Ind, or gold of Opher^ 

And in her sex more wonderful and rare 
Ne less praiseworthy I Theana rede. 

Whose goodly beams though they be overdight 
With mourning stole of careful widowhead, 

Yet through that darksome veil do glister bnght, 

She is the well of bountji and brave mmd, 

Excelhng most in glory and great light 
She is the ornament of womankmd. 

And court’s chief garland with all virtues dight 
Therefore great Cynthia her m chiefest grace 
Doth hold, and next unto herself advance, 

Well worthy of so honourable place, 

For her great worth and noble governance 
Ne less praiseworthy is her sister dear. 

Fair Marian, the Muses’ only darlmg 
Whose beauty shineth as the mormng clear. 

With silver dew upon the roses pearlmg 
Ne less praiseworthy is Mansiha, 

Best known by beanng up great C3mthia’s tram 
That same is she to whom Daphnaida 
Upon her niece’s death I did complam 
She IS the pattern of true womanhead, 

And only mirror of femimty 
Worthy next after Cynthia to tread. 

As she IS next her in nobility 
Ne less praiseworthy Galathea seems 
Than best of all that honourable crew, 

Fair Galathea with bright shining beams, 

Inflaming feeble eyes that her do view 
She there then waited upon Cynthia, 

Yet there is not her won, but here with us 
About the borders of our rich Coshma, 

Now made of Maa the n3miph delicious 
Ne less praiseworthy fair Nesera is, 

Ne»ra ours, not theirs, though there she be, 

For of the famous Shure the nyn^h she is, 

For high desert advanced to that degree 
She is the blossom of grace and courtesy, 

Adorned with all honourable parts 
She is the branch of true nobility, 

Beloved of high and low with faithful hearts 
Ne less praiseworthy Stella do I rede. 
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Though nought my praises of her needed are^ 

Whom verse of noblest shepherd lately dead 
Hath praised and raised above each other star 
Ne less praiseworthy are the sisters three, 

The honour of the noble family 
Of which I meanest boast myself to be. 

And most that untoifchem I am so mgh 
Phylhs, Chanllis, and sweet Amaryllis 
Phylhsj the fair, is eldest of the three 
The next to her is bountiful Charillis 
But th’ youngest is the highest m degree 
Phylhs, the flower of rare perfection, 

Fair spreading forth her leaves with fresh delight. 
That, with their beauty’s amorous reflection, 

Bereave of sense each rash beholder’s sight 
But sweet Chanlhs is the paragon 
Of peerless price, and ornament of praise, 

Admired of all, yet envied of none, 

Through the mild temperance of her goodly rays 
Thnce happy do I hold thee, noble swain, 

The which art of so rich a spoil possessed. 

And, it embracmg dear without disdain. 

Hast sole possession m so chaste a breast f 
Of all the shepherds’ daughters which there be, 

And yet there be the fairest under sky, 

Or that elsewhere I ever yet did see, 

A fairer nymph yet never saw mine eye 
She is the pnde and primrose of the rest. 

Made by the Maker self to be admired. 

And like a goodly beacon high addressed 
That IS with sparks of heavenly beauty fired 
But Amarylhs, whether fortunate^ 

Or else unfortunate may I arede. 

That freed is from Cupid’s yoke by fate, 

Since which she doth new bands’ adventure dread, — 
Shepherd, whatever thou hast heard to be 
In this or ttet praised diversly apart, 

In her thou may’st them all assembled see, 

And sealed up in the treasure of her heart 
Ne thee less worthy, gentle Flavia, 

For thy chaste hfe and virtue I esteem 
Ne thee less worthy, courteous Candida, 

For thy true love and loyalty I deem 
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Besides yet many mo that Cynthia serve^ 

Right noble nymphs, and high to be commended 
But, if I all should praise as they deserve^ 

This sun would fail me ere I half had ended 
Therefore, in closure of a thankful mind, 

I deem it best to hold eternally 
Their bounteous deeds and noble favours shrined, 
Than by discourse them to indigmfy 
So having said, Aglaura him bespake 
*Xohn, well worthy were those goodly favours 
Bestowed on thee, that so of them dost make, 

And them requitest with thy thankful labours 
But of great Cynthia^s goodness, and high grace, 
Finish the story which thou hast begun ” 

“More eath’’ (quoth he) “it is in such a case 
How to begm, than know how to have done 
For every gift, and every goodly meed. 

Which she on me bestowed, demands a day, 

And every day, in which she did a deed, 

Demands a year it duly to display 

Her words were like a stream of honey fleeting, 

The which doth softly trickle from the hive, 

Able to melt the hearer’s heart unweetmg, 

And eke to make the dead agam alive 

Her deeds were like great clusters of ripe grapes, 

Which load the branches of the fruitful vine, 

Off’nng to fall into each mouth that gapes. 

And fill the same with store of timely wine 
Her looks were like beams of the morning sun. 

Forth looking through the windows of the east, 

When first the fleecy cattle have begun 
Upon the pearled grass to make their feast 
Her thoughts are like the fume of frankincense, 

Which from a golden censer forth doth nse, 

And throwing forth sweet odours mounts fro thence 
In rolhng globes up to the vaulted skies 
There she beholds, with high aspiitng thought. 

The cradle of her own creation, 

Amongst the seats of angels heavenly wrought 
Much like an angel in all form and fashion ” 

“Colm,” (said Cuddy then) “thou hast forgot 
Thyself, meseems, too much, to mount so high 
Such lofty flight base shepherd seemeth not, 
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From flocks and fields, to angels and to sky 
“True,” (answered he) “but her great excellence 
Lifts me above the measure of my might 
That, being filled with funous insolence, 

I feel myself hke one yrapt in spnte 
For when I think of her, as oft I ought, 

Then want I words to speak it fitly forth 
And, when I speak of her what I have thought, 

I cannot think according to her worth 
Yet will I think of her, yet will I speak. 

So long as life my limbs doth hold together. 

And whenas death these vital bands shall break, 

Her name recorded I will leave for ever 
Her name m every tree I will endoss, 

That, as the trees do grow, her name may grow 
And in the ground eachwhere will it engross. 

And fill with stones, that all men may it know 
The speaking woods, and murmuring waters’ fall. 
Her name I ’ll teach in knowen terms to frame 
And eke my lambs, when for their dams they call, 

I ’ll teach to call for Cynthia by name 
And long while after I am dead and rotten, 

Amongst the shepherds’ daughteis dancing round, 
My lays made of her shall not be forgotten. 

But sung by them with flowery garlands crowned 
And ye, whoso ye be, that still survive, 

Whenas ye hear her memory renewed, 

Be witness of her bounty here ahve. 

Which she to Colin her poor shepherd shewed ” 

Much was the whole assembly of those herds 
Moved at his speech, so feelingly he spake 
And stood awhile astomshed at kis words, 

Till Thestylis at last their silence brake, 

Saymg “Why, Cohn, smce thou found’st such grace 
With Cynthia and all her noble crew. 

Why didst thou ever leave that happy place, 

In which su?«h wealth might unto thee accrue. 

And back retumedst to this barren soil, 

Where cold and care and penury do dwell, 

Here to keep sheep, with hunger and with toiP 
Most wretched he, that is and cannot tell ” 

“Happy indeed” (said Colm) “I him hold, 

That may that blessed presence still enjoy, 
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Of fortune and of envy uncontrolled, 

Which still are wont most happy states t’ annoy 
But I, by that which little while I proved, 

Some part of those enormities did see. 

The which in court contmualiy hoved, 

And followed those which happy seemed to be 
Therefore I, silly man, whose former days 
Had in rude fields been altogether spent, 

Burst not adventure such unknowen ways, 

Nor trust the guile of Fortune’s blandishment, 

But rather chose back to my sheep to turn, 

Whose utmost hardness I before had tried, 

Than, having learned repentance late, to mourn 
Amongst those wretches which I there descned ” 
"'Shepherd,” (said Thestyhs) “it seems of spite 
Thou speakest thus ’gainst their felicity, 

Which thou enviest, rather than of nght 
That aught in them blameworthy thou dost spy ” 
“Cause have I none” (quoth he) “of cank’red will 
To ’quite them ill, that me demeaned so well 
But self-regard of pnvate good or ill 
Moves me of each, so as I found, to tell 
And eke to warn young shepherds’ wand’rmg wit, 
Which, through report of that life’s painted bliss. 
Abandon quiet home to seek for it, 

And leave their lambs to loss, misled amiss 
For, sooth to say, it is no sort of life. 

For shepherd fit to lead m that same place, 

Where each one seeks with malice, and with strife 
To thrust down other into foul disgrace. 

Himself to raise and he doth soonest nse 
That best can handle his deceitful wit 
In subtil shifts, and finest sleights devise. 

Either by sland’nng his well-deemed name. 

Through leasings lewd, and feigned forgery. 

Or else by breedmg him some blot of blame. 

By creeping close mto his secrecy f 
To which him needs a guileful hollow heart, 

Masked with fair dissemblmg courtesy, 

A filed tongue, furmshed with terms of art, 

No art of school, but courtiers’ schoolery 
For arts of school have there small countenance 
Counted but toys to busy idle brains 
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And there professors find small maintenance^ 

But to be mstruments of others’ gams 
Ne is there place for any gentle wit, 

Unless to please itself it can apply, 

But should’red is, or out of door quite shit, 

As base, or blunt, unmeet for melody 
For each man’s wor^h is measured by his weed, 
As harts by horns, or asses by their ears 
Yet asses bene not all whose ears exceed, 

Nor yet all harts that horns the highest bears. 
For highest looks have not the highest mind. 

Nor haughty words most full of highest thoughts 
But are hke bladders blowen up with wind. 

That bemg pricked do vanish mto noughts 
Even such is all their vaunted vamty, 

Nought else but smoke, and fumeth soon away 
Such is their glory that m simple eye 
Seem greatest, when their garments are most gay 
So they themselves for praise of fools do sell, 

And aU their wealth for painting on a wall. 

With pnce whereof they buy a golden bell, 

And purchase highest rooms in bower and hall 
Whiles single Truth and simple Honesty 
Do wander up and down despised of all, 

Their plam attire such glorious gallantry 
Disdams so much, that none them in doth call ” 
“Ah* Cohn,” (then said Hobbinol) “the blame 
Which thou imputest, is too general, 

As if not any gentle wit of name 

Nor honest mmd might there be found at all 

For well I wot, sith I myself was there, 

To wait on Lobbm, (Lobbin well thou knewest,) 
Full many worthy ones then waiting were. 

As everelse in pnnce’s court thou viewest 
Of which among you many yet remam. 

Whose names I cannot readily now guess 
Those that floor suitors’ papers do retain, 

And those that skill of medicine profess, 

And those that do to Cynthia expound 
The ledden of strange languages in charge 
For Cynthia doth in sciences abound. 

And gives to their professors stipends large 
Therefore unpistly thou dost wite them dl, 
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For that which thou mishkedst in a few ” 

‘"Blame is" (quoth he) “more blameless general 
Than that which pnvate errors doth pursue, 

For well I wot, that there amongst them be 
Full many persons of right worthy parts, 

Both for report of spotless honesty, 

And for profession of all learned arts. 

Whose praise hereby no whit impaired is, 

Though blame do light on those that faulty be. 

For all the rest do most-what fare amiss, 

And yet their own misfarmg will not see 
For either they be puffed up with pnde, 

Or fraught with envy that their galls do swell, 

Or they their days to idleness divide, 

Or drownded he in Pleasure’s wasteful well. 

In which like moldwarps nuzzlmg still they lurk 
Unmmdful of chief parts of manhness, 

And do themselves, for want of other work, 

Vam votaries of lazy Love profess. 

Whose service high so basely they ensue. 

That Cupid self of them ashamed is, 

And must’rmg all his men in Venus’ view, 

Demes them quite for servitors of his " 

“And is Love then” (said Corylas) “once known 
In court, and his sweet lore professed there ^ 

I weened sure he was our god alone, 

And only wonned in fields and forests here ” 

“Not so” (quoth he), “Love most aboundeth there 
For all the walls and wmdows there are writ. 

All full of Love, and love, and love my dear. 

And all their talk and study is of it 
Ne any there doth brave or valiant seem. 

Unless that some gay mistress’ badge he bears 
Ne any one himself doth aught esteem. 

Unless he swim m love up to the ears 
But they of Love, and of his sacred lere, 

(As It should be) all otherwise dev*e. 

Than we poor shepherds are accustomed here, 

And him do sue and serve all otherwise 
For with lewd speeches, and hcentious deeds, 

His mighty mysteries they do profane. 

And use his idle name to other needs, 

But as a complement for courting vam 
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So him they do not serve as they profess, 

But make him serve to them for sordid uses 
Ah ^ my dread lord, that dost liege hearts possess, 
Avenge thyself on them for their abuses 
But we poor shepherds, whether nghtly so, 

Or through our rudeness into error led. 

Do make rehgion how we rashly go 
To serve that god, that is so greatly dread, 

For him the greatest of the gods we deem, 

Bom without sire or couples of one kind, 

For Venus’ self doth solely couples seem. 

Both male and female through commixture joined, 
So pure and spotless Cupid forth she brought, 

And in the gardens of Adonis nursed 
Where growmg he his own perfection wrought, 

And shortly was of all the gods the first 
Then got he bow and shafts of gold and lead. 

In which so fell and pmssant he grew, 

That Jove himself his power began to dread. 

And, taking up to heaven, him godded new 
From thence he shoots his arrows everywhere 
Into the world, at random as he will, 

On us frail men, his wretched vassals here. 

Like as himself us pleaseth save or spill 
So we him worship, so we him adore 
With humble hearts to heaven uplifted high, 

That to true loves he may us evermore 
Prefer, and of their grace us dignify 
Ne is there shepherd, ne yet shepherds’ swam, 
Whatever feeds in forest or m field, 

That dare with evil deed or leasing vain 
Blaspheme his power, or terms unworthy yield ” 
Shepherd, it seems that some celestial rage 
Of love” (quoth Cuddy) ‘‘is breathed into thy breast, 
That poureth forth these oracles so sage 
Of that high power, wherewith thou art possessed 
But never mst 1 till this present day, 

Albe of Love I always humbly deemed. 

That he was such an one* as thoif dost say, 

And so rehgiously to be esteemed 

Well may it seem, by this thy deep insight. 

That of that god the pnest thou shouldest be. 

So well thou wot’st the mystery of his nught, 
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As if his godhead thou didst present see 
‘‘Of Love’s perfection perfectly to speak^ 

Or of his nature rightly to define. 

Indeed” (said Cohn) “passeth reason’s reach, 

And needs his priest t’ express his power divine 
For long before the world he was ybore. 

And bred above in Venus’<»bosom dear 
For by his power the world was made of yore. 

And all that therein wondrous doth appear 
For how should else things so far from attone, 

And so great enemies as of them be. 

Be ever drawn together into one 
And taught in such accordance to agree? 

Through him the cold began to covet heat. 

And water fire, the light to mount on high. 

And th’ heavy down to peize, the hungry t’ eat 

And voidness to seek full satiety 

So, being former foes, they wexed friends. 

And gan by little learn to love each other 
So, being knit, they brought forth other kinds 
Out of the fruitful womb of their great mother 
Then first gan heaven out of darkness dread 
For to appear, and brought forth cheerful day 
Next gan the earth to shew her naked head, 

Out of deep waters which her drowned aiway 
And, shortly after, every hvmg wight 
Crept forth like worms out of her shmy nature 
Soon as on them the sun’s life-givmg light 
Had pour6d kindly heat and formal feature, 
Thenceforth they gan each one his like to love, 

And like himself desire for to beget 
The lion chose his mate, the turtle-dove 
Her dear, the dolphm his own dolphinet, 

But man, that had the spark of reason’s might 
More than the rest to rule his passion. 

Chose for his love the fairest m his sight. 

Like as himself was fairest by creation 
For beauty is the bait which with delight 
Doth man allure for to enlarge his kmd. 

Beauty, the burnmg lamp of heaven’s light. 

Darting her beams into each feeble mind 
Against whose power nor god nor man can find 
Defence, ne ward the danger of the wound , 
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But, being hurt, seek to be medicmed 
Of her that first did stir that mortal stound 
Then do they cry and call to Love apace, 

With prayers loud importumng the sky. 

Whence he them hears, and, when he list shew grace, 
Does grant them grace that otherwise would die 
So Love is lord of all the world by nght, 

And rules the creatures by his powerful saw 
All being made the vassals of his might, 

Through secret sense which thereto doth them draw 
Thus ought all lovers of their lord to deem. 

And with chaste heart to honour him alway 
But whoso else doth otherwise esteem, 

Are outlaws, and his lore do disobey 
For their desire is base, and doth not ment 
The name of love, but of disloyal lust 
Ne ’mongst true lovers they shall place mhent, 

But as exiles out of his court be thrust ’’ 

So having said, Melissa spake at will 
“Cohn, thou now full deeply hast divined 
Of love and beauty, and, with wondrous skill, 

Hast Cupid self depainted in his kind 
To thee are all true lovers greatly bound, 

That dost their cause so mightily defend 
But most, all women are thy debtors found, 

That dost their bounty still so much commend ” 
“That ill^’ (said Hobbinol) “they him requite, 

For having loved ever one most dear 
He is repaid with scorn and foul despight. 

That irks each gentle heart which it doth hear ” 
“Indeed” (said Lucid) “I have often heard 
Fair Rosalind of divers foully blamed 
For bemg to that swain too cruel hard. 

That her bnght glory else hath much defamed 
But who can tell what cause had that fair maid 
To use him so that used her so well. 

Or who with blame can justly her upbraid 
For loving not? for who can love compel? 

And, sooth to say, it is foolhardy thmg. 

Rashly to witen creatures so divine. 

For demigods they be and first did sprmg 
From heaven, though grafEed m frailness femmme 
And I wot, that oft I heard it spoken. 
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How one^ that fairest Helen did revile, 

Through judgement of the gods to bene ywroken. 

Lost both his eyes and so remained long while. 

Till he recanted had his wicked rhymes, 

And made amends to her with treble praise 
Beware therefore, ye grooms, I rede betimes. 

How rashly blame of Rosalind ye raise ” 

“Ah^ shepherds,’’ (then said Cohn) ®^ye ne weet 
How great a guilt upon your heads ye draw. 

To make so bold a doom, with words unmeet, 

Of things celestial which ye never saw 

Por she is not like as the other crew 

Of shepherds’ daughters which amongst you be, 

But of divine regard and heavenly hue, 

Excelhng all that ever ye did see 

Not then to her that scorned thing so base, 

But to myself the blame that looked so high 
So high her thoughts as she herself have place, 

And loathe each lowly thing with lofty eye 
Yet so much grace let her vouchsafe to grant 
To simple swam, sith her I may not love 
Yet that I may her honour paravant, 

And praise her worth, though far my wit above 
Such grace shall be some guerdon for the gnef 
And long affliction which I have endured 
Such grace sometimes shall give me some relief. 

And ease of pam which cannot be recured 
And ye, my fellow-shepherds, which do see 
And hear the languors of my too long dying. 

Unto the world for ever witness be, 

That hers I die, nought to the world denying. 

This simple trophy of her great conquest ” — 

So, having ended, he from ground did nse. 

And after him uprose eke all the rest 

All loth to part, but that the glooming skies 

Warned them to draw their bleating flocks to rest 
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Shepherds, that wont on pipes of oaten reed 
Oft-times to plaon your love s concealed smart 
And with your piteous lays have learned to breed 
Compassion in a country lass's heart 
Hearken ye gentle shepherds, to my song. 

And place my doleful plaint your plaints among 

To you alone I sing this mournful verse 
The moumfuTst verse that ever man heard tell 
To you whose softened hearts it may empierce 
With dolour's dart for death of Astrophel 
To you I sing and to none other wight 
For well I wot my rhymes bene rudely dight 

Yet as they bene if any nicer wit 
Shall hap to hear, or covet them to read 
Think he that such are for such ones most fit 
Made not to please the hving but the dead 
And if m him found pity ever place. 

Let him be moved to pity such a case 

A GENTLE shepherd bom in Arcady^ 

Of gentlest race that ever shepherd bore, 

About the grassy banks of Hsemony 
Did keep his sheep, his little stock and store 
Full carefully he kept them day and night, 

In fairest fields, and Astrophel he hight 

Young Astrophel, the pride of shepherds’ praise, 
Young Astrophel, the rustic lasses’ love 
Far passmg all the pastors of his days. 

In all that seemly shepherd nught behove 
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In one thing only failing of the best. 

That he was not so happy as the rest 

For from the time that first the nymph his mother 
Him forth did bring, and taught her lambs to feed, 
A slender swam, excelling far each other, 

In comely shape, hke her tjiat did him breed. 

He grew up fast m goodness and m grace. 

And doubly fair wox both m mmd and face 

Which daily more and more he did augment, 

With gentle usage and demeanour mild 
That all men’s hearts with secret ravishment 
He stole away, and weetmgly beguiled 
Ne spite Itself, that all good things doth spill. 

Found aught m him that she could say was ill 

His sports were fair, his joyance innocent, 

Sweet without sour, and honey without gall 
And he himself seemed made for merriment. 

Merrily masking both m bower and hall 
There was no pleasure nor delightful play. 

When Astrophel soever was away 

For he could pipe, and dance, and carol sweet. 
Amongst the shepherds m their sheanng feast. 

As summer’s lark that with her song doth greet 
The dawmng day forth coming from the east 
And lays of love he also could compose 
Thnce happy she, whom he to praise did choose 

Full many maidens often did him woo. 

Them to vouchsafe amongst his rh3nnes to name. 

Or make for them as he was wont to do 
For her that did his heart with love inflame 
For which they promised to dight for him 
Gay chapelets of flowers and garlands trim 

And many a nymph both of the wood and brook 
Soon as his oaten pipe began to shnU, 

Both crystal wells and shady groves forsook. 

To hear the charms of his enchantmg skiU, 

And brought him presents, flowers if it were pnme. 
Or mellow fruit if it were harvest time 
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But he for none of them did care a whit, 

Yet wood-gods for them often sighed sore 
Ne for their gifts unworthy of his wit. 

Yet not unworthy of the country’s store 
For one alone he cared, for one he sigh’t, 

His hfe’s desire, and his dear love’s dehght 

Stella the fair, the fairest star m sky, 

As fair as Venus or the fairest fair 
(A fairer star saw never livmg eye), 

Shot her sharp-pomted beams through purest air 
Her he did love, her he alone did honour. 

His thoughts, his rh3nnes, his songs were all upon her 

To her he vowed the service of his days. 

On her he spent the riches of his wit 
For her he made hymns of immortal praise, 

Of only her he sung, be thought, he wnt 
Her, and but her, of love he worthy deemed , 

For all the rest but httle he esteemed 

Ne her with idle words alone he wooed. 

And verses vam, (yet verses are not vain,) 

But with brave deeds to her sole service vowed. 

And bold achievements her did entertain 
For both m deeds and words he nurt’red was, 

Both wise and hardy (too hardy, alas ’) 

In wresthng nimble, and m runnmg swift. 

In shootmg steady, and in swimmmg strong 
Well made to stnke, to throw, to leap, to lift. 

And all the sports that shepherds are among 
In every one he vanquisht every one, 

He vanqmsht all, and vanqmsht was of none 

Besides, m hunting such felicity. 

Or rather infelicity, he found, 

That everyifield and forest far away 

He sought, where savage beasts do most abound. 

No beast so savage but he could it kill. 

No chase so hard, but he therein had skill 

Such skill, matched with such courage as he had, 

Did pnck him forth with proud desire of praise 
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To seek abroad, of danger nought ydrad. 

His mistress’ name, and his own fame to raise 
What needeth penl to be sought abroad, 

Since round about us it doth make abode* 

It fortuned as he that penlous game 
In foreign soil pursued faraway. 

Into a forest wide and waste he came. 

Where store he heard to be of savage prey 
So wide a forest and so waste as this, 

Nor famous Arde 3 m, nor foul Arlo, is 

There his well-woven tods, and subtil trains. 

He laid the brutish nation to enwrap 
So well he wrought with practice and with pains. 
That he of them great troops did soon entrap 
Full happy man (misweenmg much) was he. 

So nch a spoil withm his power to see 

Eftsoons, all heedless of his dearest hale. 

Full greedily into the herd he thrust, 

To slaughter them, and work their final bale, 

Lest that his toil should of their troops be brust 
Wide wounds amongst them many one he made, 
Now with his sharp boar-spear, now with his blade 

His care was all how he them all might kill. 

That none might ’scape (so partial unto none) 

111 mind so much to mind another’s ill. 

As to become unmindful of his own 
But pardon that unto the cruel skies. 

That from himself to them withdrew his eyes 

So as he raged amongst that beastly rout, 

A cruel beast of most accursed brood 
Upon him turned (despair makes cowards stout,) 
And, with fell tooth accustomed to blood, 
Launched his thigh with so mischievous might. 
That it both bone and muscles rived quite 

So deadly was the dmt and deep the wound, 

And so huge streams of blood thereout did flow. 
That he endured not the direful stound, 

But on the cold dear earth himself did throw, 
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The whiles the captive herd his nets did rend^ 

And, having none to let, to wood did wend 

Ah f where were ye this while, his shepherd peers. 
To whom ahve was nought so dear as he 
And ye, fair maids, the matches of his years. 
Which m his grac^did boast you most to be ^ 

Ah ^ where were ye, when he of you had need. 

To stop his wound that wondrously did bleed * 

Ah * wretched boy, the shape of drearihead. 

And sad ensample of man’s sudden end 
Full little faileth but thou shalt be dead, 

Unpitied, unplamed, of foe or friend 
Whilst none is nigh, thine eyelids up to close, 

And kiss thy hps like faded leaves of rose 

A sort of shepherds, suing of the chase. 

As they the forest ranged on a day, 

By fate or fortune came unto the place. 

Whereas the luckless boy yet bleeding lay. 

Yet bleedmg lay, and yet would still have bled. 
Had not good hap those shepherds thither led 

They stopped his wound, (too late to stop it was *) 
And m their arms then softly did him rear 
Then (as he willed) unto his loved lass. 

His dearest love, him dolefully did bear 
The dolefull’st bier that ever man did see. 

Was Astrophel, but dearest unto me ' 

She, when she saw her love m such a plight. 

With cruddled blood and filthy gore deformed. 
That wont to be with flowers and garlands dight, 
And her dear favours dearly well adorned. 

Her face, the fairest face that eye mote see. 

She likewise did deform, hke him to be 

A 

Her yellow locks that shone so bright and long. 

As sunny beams m fairest summer’s day. 

She fiercely tore, and with outrageous wrong 
From her red cheeks the roses rent away. 

And her fair breast, the treasury of joy, 

She spoiled thereof, and filled with annoy 
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His pallid face, impictured with death, 

She bathed oft with tears, and dried oft 

And with sweet kisses sucked the wasting breath 

Out of his hps hke lihes pale and soft 

And oft she called to him, who answered nought, 

But only by his looks did tell his thought 

The rest of her impatient regret. 

And piteous moan the which she for him made, 
No tongue can tell, nor any forth can set, 

But he whose heart like sorrow did mvade 
At last, when pain his vital powers had spent. 
His wasted life her weary lodge forwent 

Which when she saw, she stayed not a whit, 

But after him did make untimely haste 
Forthwith her ghost out of her corpse did flit, 
And follow6d her mate like turtle chaste, 

To prove that Death their hearts cannot divide. 
Which living were m love so firmly tied 

The gods, which all things see, this same beheld, 
And, pitying this pair of lovers true, 
Transformed them, there lying on the field. 

Into one flower that is both red and blue, 

It first grows red, and then to blue doth fade, 
Like Astrophel, which theremto was made 

And in the midst thereof a star appears, 

As fairly formed as any star m skies, 

Resembhng Sf ella m her freshest years, 

Forth darting beams of beauty from her eyes 
And all the day it standeth full of deow. 

Which IS the tears that from her eyes did flow 

That herb of some Starlight is called by name. 
Of others Penthia, though not so well 
But thou, wherever thou dost find the same, 
From this day forth do call it Astrophel 
And whensoever thou it up dost take, 

Do pluck it softly for that shepherd^s sake 
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Hereof when tidings far abroad did pass, 

The shepherds all which loved him full dear, 

And sure full dear of all he loved was, 

Did thither flock to see what they did hear 
And when that piteous spectacle they viewed. 

The same with bitter tears they all bedewed 

And every one did make exceedmg moan, 

With inward anguish and great grief opprest 
And every one did weep and wail, and moan, 

And means devised to shew his sorrow best 
That from that hour, since first on grassy green 
Shepherds kept sheep, was not like mourning seen 

But first his sister that Clonnda hight. 

The gentlest shepherdess that hves this day, 

And most resembhng both m shape and spnte 
Her brother dear, began this doleful lay 
Which, lest I mar the sweetness of the verse, 

In sort as she it sung I will rehearse 



THE DOLEFUL LAY OF CLORINDA 

{These verses are supposed to have bee% written by Mary Countess of 
Pembroke, sister to Sir Philip Sidney) 

Ay me, to whom shall I my case complam, 

That may compassion my impatient gnef * 

Or where shall I unfold my mward pain, 

That my ennven heart may find relief ’ 

Shall I unto the heavenly powers it show^ 

Or unto earthly men that dwell below ^ 

To heavens? ah, they alas, the authors were. 

And workers of my unremedied woe 
For they foresee what to us happens here. 

And they foresaw, yet suffered this be so 
From them comes good, from them comes also ill, 
That which they made, who can them warn to spill? 

To men^ ah, they alas, like wretched be, 

And subject to the heavens’ ordinance 
Bound to abide whatever they decree, 

Their best redress is their best sufferance 
How then can they, like wretched, comfort me, 

The which no less need comforted to be^ 

Then to myself will I my sorrow mourn, 

Sith none alive like sorrowful remams 
And to myself my plamts shall back return. 

To pay their usury with doubled pams 
The woods, the hills, the nvers, shall resound 
The mournful accent of my sorrow’s ground 

Woods, hills, and nvers, now are desolate, 

Sith he IS gone the which them all did grace 
And all the fields do wail their widow state, 

Sith death their fairest flower did late deface 
The fairest flower in field that ever grew, 

Was Astrophel, that was, we all may rue 
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What crael hand of curs6d foe unknown, 

Hath cropt the stalk which bore so fair a flower? 
Untimely cropt, before it well were grown, 

And clean defaced m untimely hour 
Great loss to all that ever him did see, 

Great loss to all, but greatest loss to me * 

Break now your garlands, 0 ye shepherds’ lasses, 
Sith the fair flower, which them adorned, is gone 
The flower, which them adorned, is gone to ashes. 
Never agam let lass put garland on 
Instead of garland, wear sad cypress now, 

And bitter elder, broken from the bough 

Ne ever smg the love-lays which he made, 

Who ever made such lays of love as he^* 

Ne ever read the riddles, which he said 
Unto yourselves, to make you merry glee 
Your merry glee is now laid all abed, 

Your merrymaker now, alas, is dead 

Death, the devourer of all world’s delight, 

Hath robbed you, and reft fro me my joy 
Both you and me, and all the world he quite 
Hath robbed of joyance, and left sad annoy 
Joy of the world, and shepherds’ pnde was he* 
Shepherds, hope never like agam to see * 

0 Death * thou hast us of such riches reft. 

Tell us at least, what hast thou with it done ? 

What IS become of him whose flower here left 
Is but the shadow of his likeness gone^ 

Scarce like the shadow of that which he was. 
Nought hke, but that he like a shade did pass 

But that immortal spint, which was deckt 
With all the downes of celestial grace, 

By sovereign choice from th’ heavenly quires select, 
And lineally derived from angels’ race, 

0 * whatTs now of it become arede 
Ay me* can so divme a thing be dead? 

Ah * no it IS not dead, ne can it die, 

But hves for aye, m blissful Paradise 
Where hke a new-born babe it soft doth he, 

In bed of hlies wrapt in tender wise. 
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And compassed all about with roses sweet, 

And dainty violets from head to feet 

There thousand birds, all of celestial brood. 

To him do sweetly carol day and mght, 

And with strange notes, of him well understood, 
Lull him asleep m angelic delight. 

Whilst in sweet dream th him presented be 
Immortal beauties, which no eye may see 

But he them sees, and takes exceeding pleasure 
Of their divine aspects, appeanng plain. 

And kindling love in him above ail measure. 
Sweet love, still joyous, never feeling pain 
For what so goodly form he there doth see. 

He may enjoy from jealous rancour free 

There hveth he in everlasting bbss. 

Sweet spirit never feanng more to die 
Ne dreading harm from any foes of his, 

Ne fearing savage beasts’ more cruelty 

Whilst we here, wretches, wail his pnvate lack, 
And with vam vows do often call him back 

But live thou there, still happy, happy spint. 
And give us leave thee here thus to lament * 

Not thee that dost thy heaven’s joy inherit. 

But our own selves that here m d6ie are drent 
Thus do we weep and wail, and wear our eyes, 
Mourning, in others, our own misenes 


Which when she ended had, another swam 
Of gentle wit and dainty sweet device. 

Whom Astrophel full dear did entertam, 

Whilst here he lived, and held m passing price, 
Hight Thestylis, began his mournful turn 
And made the Muses in his song to mourn 

And after him full many other mo. 

As every one m order loved him best, 

Gan dight themselves t’ express their inward wcCj 
With doleful lays unto the time addrest 
The which I here m order will rehearse. 

As fittest flowers to deck his mournful hearse 
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WRITTEN NOT EONG SINCE BY 

EDMUND SPENSER 

TO THE RIGHT WORSHIPFUL 

SIR ROBERT NEEDHAM, KNIGHT 

Sir, to gratulate your safe return from Ireland I had nothing so 
ready, nor thought anythmg so meet, as these sweet conceited 
sonnets, the deed of that well-deserving gentleman, Master Edmund 
Spenser whose name sufficiently warranting the worthiness of the 
work I do more confidently presume to publish it m his absence 
under your name, to whom (in my poor opimon) the patronage 
thereof doth in some respects properly appertain For besides your 
judgement and delight in learned poesy, this gentle Muse, for her 
former perfection long wished for in England, now at the length 
crossmg the seas in your happy company, (though to yourself 
unknown) seemeth to make choice of you as meetest to give her 
deserved countenance, after her return entertam her, then, (right 
worshipful) in sort best beseeming your gentle mind, and her merit, 
and take in worth my good will herein, who seek no more but to 
shew myself yours in aU dutiful affection 

W P 

TO THE AUTHOR 

Dark ts the day, when Phcehus’ face ts shrouded, 

And weaker sights may wander soon astray 
But, when they see his glorious rays unclouded, 

With steady steps they keep the perfect way 
So, while this Muse in foreign Icmds doth stay, 

Invention weeps, and pens are cast aside, 

The time, like night, deprived of cheerful day. 

And few do write, but {ah /) too soon may slide 
Then, hie thee home, that art our perfect guide, 

And with tTiy wit illustrate England's fame. 

Daunting thereby our neighbours^ anaent pride, 

Thai do, for poesy, challenge chief esi name 
So we that live, and ages that succeed, 

With great applause thy learned works shall read 

G W, Senior 
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Ah I CoUfiy whether on the lowly flcttn^ 

Piping to shepherds thy sweet roundelays 
Or whether singing, in some lofty vein. 

Heroic deeds ^ past or present days. 

Or whether in thy lovely mistress* praise, 

Thou list to exercise thy learned quill, 

Thy Muse hath got such grgce and power to please, 
With rare invention, beautified by skill, 

As who therein can ever joy their fill ! 

0 / therefore let that happy Muse proceed 
To climb the height of Virtue^ s sacred hill, 

Where endless honour shall be made thy meed 
Because no malice of succeeding days 
Can rase those records of thy lasting praise 

G W, Jr 


I 

Happy ye leaves * whenas those lily hands. 

Which hold my life in their dead-doing might, 

Shall handle you, and hold in love’s soft bands, 

Like captives trembhng at the victor’s sight 
And happy lines ^ on which, with starry light, 

Those lampmg eyes will deign sometimes to look, 

And read the sorrows of my dymg spnte, 

Written with tears m heart’s close-bleedmg book 
And happy rhymes ’ bathed m the sacred brook 
Of Helicon, whence she derived is, 

When ye behold that angel’s blessed look 
My soul’s long-lacked food, my heaven’s bliss, 

Leaves, lines, and rhymes, seek her to please alone, 
Whom if ye please, I care for other none^ 

II 

Unquiet thought ^ whom at the first I bred 
Of th’ mward bale of my love-pmed heart. 

And sithens have with sighs and sorrows fed. 

Till greater than my womb thou ^oxen art 
Break forth at length out of the inner part. 

In which thou lurkest like to viper’s brood, 

And seek some succour both to ease my smart. 

And also to sustain thyself with food 
But, if m presence of that fairest proud 
Thou chance to come, fall lowly at her feet, 

*k^79 
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And, with meek humblesse and afflicted mood, 

Pardon for thee, and grace for me, entreat 
Which if she grant, then live, and my love cherish 
If not, die soon, and I with thee will perish 

III 

The sovereign beauty which I do admire. 

Witness the world how worthy to be praised ^ 

The light whereof hath kindled heavenly fire 
In my frail spint, by her from baseness raised. 

That, bemg now with her huge bnghtness dazed, 

Base thmg I can no more endure to view 
But, looking still on her, I stand amazed 
At wondrous sight of so celestial hue 
So when my tongue would speak her praises due. 

It stopped IS with thought's astonishment, 

And, when my pen would write her titles true, 

It ravisht is with fancy's wonderment 
Yet m my heart I then both speak and write 
The wonder that my wit cannot indite 

IV 

New year, forth looking out of Janus’ gate. 

Doth seem to promise hope of new delight 
And, biddmg th’ old adieu, his pass6d date 
Bids all old thoughts to die in dumpish sprite 
And, calhng forth out of sad winter’s night 
Fresh Love, that long hath slept in cheerless bower, 
Wills him awake, and soon about him dight 
His wanton wings and darts of deadly power 
For lusty Sprmg now in his timely hour 
Is ready to come forth, him to receive, 

And warns the earth with divers-coloured flower 
To deck herself, and her fair mantle weave 
Then you, fair flower » m whom fresh youth doth 
reign. 

Prepare yourself new love to entertain 

V 

Rudely thou wrongest my dear heart’s desire, 

In findmg fault with her too portly pride 
The thmg which I do most in her admire, 

Is of the world unworthy most envide 
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For in those lofty looks is close imphed 
Scorn of base things, and sdeign of foul dishonour 
Threatening rash eyes which gaze on her so wide, 
That loosely they ne dare to look upon her 
Such pnde is praise, such portliness is honour, 

That bold’ned innocence bears in her eyes. 

And her fair countenance,*like a goodly banner. 
Spreads m defiance of all enemies 
Was never in this world aught worthy tned, 
Without some spark of such self-pleasing pnde 

VI 

Be nought dismayed that her unmoved mind 
Doth still persist in her rebeUious pride 
Such love, not like to lusts of baser kind. 

The harder won, the firmer will abide 
The dureful oak, whose sap is not yet dried. 

Is long ere it conceive the kindhng fire. 

But, when it once doth bum, it doth divide 
Great heat, and makes his flames to heaven aspire 
So hard it is to kmdle new desire 
In gentle breast, that shall endure for ever 
Deep IS the wound, that dmts the parts entire 
With chaste affects that naught but death can sever, 
Then think not long in takmg little pam 
To knit the knot, that ever shall remain 

VII 

Fair eyes ’ the mirror of my mazed heart. 

What wondrous virtue is contained in you. 

The which bath life and death forth from you dart, 
Into the object of your mighty view? 

For when ye mildly look with lovely hue. 

Then is my soul with life and love inspired 
But when ye lower, or look on me askew. 

Then do I die, as one with hghtnutg fired 
But, since that life is more than death desired. 

Look ever lovely, as becomes you best. 

That your bnght beams, of my weak eyes admired, 
May kindle living fire withm my breast 
Such life should be the honour of your hght, 

Such death the sad ensample of your might 
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VIII 

More than most fair^ full of the living fire^ 

Eandled above unto the Maker near^ 

No eyes but joys, in which all powers conspire, 

That to the world nought else be counted dear, 
Through your bright beams doth not the blmded guest 
Shoot out his dart^to base affections wound. 

But angels come to lead frail minds to rest 
In chaste desires, on heavenly beauty bound 
You frame my thoughts, and fashion me within, 

You stop my tongue, and teach my heart to speak. 
You calm the storm that passion did begin, 

Strong through your cause, but by your virtue weak 
Dark is the world, where your light shined never, 
Well is he bom, that may behold you ever 

IX 

Long-while I sought to what I might compare 
Those powerful eyes, which lighten my dark sprite, 
Yet find I nought on earth, to which I dare 
Resemble th' image of their goodly light 
Not to the sun for they do shine by night. 

Nor to the moon for they are changed never, 

Nor to the stars for they have purer sight. 

Nor to the fire for they consume not ever, 

Nor to the lightnmg for they still persever, 

Nor to the diamond for they are more tender, 

Nor unto crystal for nought may them sever. 

Nor unto glass such baseness mought offend her 
Then to the Maker’s self they hkest be. 

Whose light doth lighten all that here we see 

X 

Unrighteous Lord of Love, what law is this, 

That me thou makest thus tormented be, 

The whiles she iordeth in licentious bliss, 

Of her freecwill, scormng both thee and me^ 

See * how the tyranness doth joy to see 
The huge massacres which her eyes do make, 

And humbled hearts bnngs captive unto thee, 

That thou of them may’st mighty vengeance take 
But her proud heart do thou a httle shake. 

And that high look, with which she doth control 
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All this world’s pnde, bow to a baser make. 

And all her faults m thy black book enrol 
That I may laugh at her m equal sort. 

As she doth laugh at me, and makes my pam her 
sport 


‘XI ^ 

Daily when I do seek and sue for peace. 

And hostages do offer for my truth. 

She, cruel warrior, doth herself address 
To battle, and the weary war renew’th, 

Ne will be moved with reason, or with ruth. 

To grant small respite to my restless toil, 

But greedily her fell intent pursu’th. 

Of my poor hfe to make unpitied spoil 
Yet my poor life, all sorrows to assoil, 

I would her 3neld, her wrath to pacify 
But then she seeks, with torment and turmoil. 

To force me live, and will not let me die 
All pain hath end, and every war hath peace, 
But mine, no pnce nor prayer may surcease 

XII 

One day I sought with her heart-thnllmg eyes 
To make a truce, and terms to entertain 
All fearless then of so false enemies, 

Which sought me to entrap m treason’s tram 
So, as I then disarmed did remain, 

A wicked ambush which lay hidden long 
In the close covert of her guileful eyen. 

Thence breaking forth, did thick about me throng 
Too feeble 1 1’ abide the brunt so strong, 

Was forced to yield myself mto their hands. 

Who, me captiving strait with rigorous wrong. 
Have ever since me kept m cruel bands 
So, lady, now to you I do complam, 

Agamst your eyes, that justice J may gam 

XIII 

In that proud port, which her so goodly graceth. 
Whiles her fair face she rears up to the sky, 

And to the ground her eyelids low embaseth. 

Most goodly temperature ye may descry. 
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Mild humblesse, mixt with awful majesty 
For^ looking on the earth whence she was bom, 

Her mind rememb’reth her mortahty, 

Whatso IS fairest shall to earth return 
But that same lofty countenance seems to scorn 
Base thmg, and think bow she to heaven may clrnib, 
Treading down earth as loathsome and forlorn, 

That hinders heavenly thoughts with drossy slime 
Yet lowly still vouchsafe to look on me, 

Such lowliness shall make you lofty be 

XIV 

Return again, my forces late dismayed, 

Unto the siege by you abandoned quite 
Great shame it is to leave, like one afraid, 

So fair a piece, for one repulse so light 
’Gainst such strong castles needeth greater might 
Then those small forts which ye were wont belay 
Such haughty minds, mured to hardy fight, 

Disdain to yield unto the first assay 
Bnng therefore all the forces that ye may, 

And lay incessant battery to her heart, 

Plamts, prayers, vows, ruth, sorrow, and dismay, 
Those engines can the proudest love convert 
And, if those fail, fall down and die before her. 

So dying hve, and living do adore her 

XV 

Ye tradeful merchants, that with weary toil 
Do seek most precious things to make your gam, 

And both the Indias of their treasure spoil. 

What needeth you to seek so far in vain? 

For lo, my love doth in herself contam 
All this world’s nches that may far be found 
If sapphires, lo, her eyes be sapphires plam, 

If rubies, l(^ her lips be rabies sound, 

If pearls, her teeth be pearls, both pure and round, 

If ivory, her forehead ivory ween. 

If gold, her locks are finest gold on ground, 

If silver, her fair hands are silver sheen 
But that which fairest is, but few behold. 

Her mmd adorned with virtues mamfold 
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XVI 

One day as I unwanly did gaze 

On those fair eyes^ my love’s immortal light, 

The whiles my ’stomsht heart stood in amaze. 
Through sweet illusion of her looks’ delight, 

I mote perceive how, .in her giancmg sight, 

Legions of loves with httte wings did fly, 

Darting their deadly arrows, fiery bnght, 

At every rash beholder passing by 
One of those archers closely I did spy, 

Aiming his arrow at my very heart 
When suddenly, with twmkle of her eye, 

The damsel broke his mismtended dart 
Had she not so done, sure I had been slam, 

Yet as it was, I hardly ’scaped with pain 

XVII 

The glorious portrait of that angel’s face, 

Made to amaze weak men’s confused skill. 

And this world’s worthless glory to embase, 

What pen, what pencil, can express her filP 
For though he colours could devise at will. 

And eke his learned hand at pleasure guide. 

Lest, trembling, it his workmanship should spill, 
Yet many wondrous things there are beside 
The sweet eye-glances, that like arrows glide, 

The charming smiles, that rob sense from the heart, 
The lovely pleasance, and the lofty pride. 

Cannot expressed be by any art 
A greater craftsman’s hand thereto doth need. 
That can express the life of thmgs mdeed 

XVIII 

The rolling wheel that runneth often round, 

The hardest steel, in tract of time doth tear 
And drizzling drops, that often do redound. 

The firmest flint doth in contmu^ce wear 
Yet cannot I, with many a dropping tear 
And long entreaty, soften her hard heart. 

That she will once vouchsafe my plaint to hear, 

Or look with pity on my pamful smart. 

But, when I plead, she bids me play my ]^rt, 

And when I weep, she says. Tears are but water. 
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And when I sigh, she says, I know-1:he art. 

And when I wail, she turns herself to laughter 
So do I weep, and wail, and plead in vain, 

Whiles she as steel and flint doth still remain 

XIX 

The merry cuckoo, Messenger of spring, 

His trumpet shnll hath thnce already sounded, 

That warns ail lovers wait upon their king. 

Who now is coming forth with garland crowned 
With noise whereof the quire of birds resounded, 
Their anthems sweet, devised of Love’s praise. 

That all the woods their echoes back rebounded. 

As if they knew the meaning of their lays 

But ’mongst them all, which did Love’s honour raise. 

No word was heard of her that most it ought. 

But she his precept proudly disobeys. 

And doth his idle message set at nought 
Therefore, 0 Love, unless she turn to thee 
Ere cuckoo end, let her a rebel be * 


In vain I seek and sue to her for grace, 

And do mine humbled heart before her pour. 
The whiles her foot she in my neck doth place, 
And tread my life down m the lowly flower 
And yet the hon that is lord of power, 

And reigneth over every beast m field. 

In his most pride disdaineth to devour 
The silly lamb that to his might doth yield 
But she, more cruel, and more savage wild, 
Then either hon or the lioness, 

Shames not to be with guiltless blood defiled, 
But taketh glory in her cruelness 
Fairer than fairest * let none ever say, 

That ye '^ere blooded in a yielded prey 

XXI 

Was It the work of Nature or of Art, 

Which temp’red so the feature of her face, 
That pnde and meekness, mixt by equal part, 
Do both appear t’ adorn her beauty’s grace? 
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For with mild pleasance, which doth pnde displace. 
She to her love doth lookers’ eyes allure. 

And, with stern countenance, back again doth chase 
Their looser looks that stir up lusts impure. 

With such strange terms her eyes she doth mure, 

That, with one look, she doth my life dismay. 

And with another doth itctraight recure, 

Her smile me draws, her frown me drives away 
Thus doth she tram and teach me with her looks, 
Such art of eyes I never read m books » 

XXII 

This holy season, fit to fast and pray. 

Men to devotion ought to be inclined 
Therefore, I likewise, on so holy day, 

For my sweet saint some service fit will find 
Her temple fair is built within my imnd, 

In which her glonous image placed is, 

On which my thoughts do day and mght attend, 

Like sacred priests that never thmk amiss ^ 

There I to her, as th’ author of my bliss. 

Will build an altar to appease her ire. 

And on the same my heart will sacnfice, 

Burning m flames of pure and chaste desire 
The which vouchsafe, 0 goddess to accept, 

Amongst thy dearest relics to be kept 

XXIII 

Penelope, for her Ulysses’ sake. 

Devised a web her wooers to deceive, 

In which the work that she aU day did make, 

The same at night she did again unreave 
Such subtil craft my damsel doth conceive, 

Th’ importune suit of my desire to shun 
For all that I m many days do weave. 

In one short hour I find by her uivione 
So, when I thmk to end that I begun, 

I must begm and never brmg to end 

For with one look she spills that long I spun, 

And with one word my whole year’s work doth rend 
Such labour like the spider’s web I find. 

Whose fruitless work is broken with least wmd 
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XXIV 

When I behold that beauty’s wonderment^ 

And rare perfection of each goodly part. 

Of Nature’s skill the only complement, 

I honour and admire the Maker’s art 
But when I feel the bitter baleful smart, 

Which her fair eyes unwares do work in me, 

That death out of their shiny beams do dart, 

I think that I a new Pandora see, 

Whom all the gods in counsel did agree 
Into this smful world from heaven to send , 

That she to wicked men a scourge should be, 

For all their faults with which they did offend 
But, since ye are my scourge, I will entreat, 
That for my faults ye will me gently beat 

XXV 

How long shall this like dying life endure, 

And know no end of her own misery, 

But waste and wear away in terms unsure, 

’Twixt fear and hope depending doubtfully f 
Yet better were at once to let me die, 

And shew the last ensample of your pride. 

Than to torment me thus with cruelty, 

To prove your power, which I too well have tned 
But yet if m your hardened breast ye hide 
A close mtent at last to shew me grace, 

Then all the woes and wrecks which I abide. 

As means of bliss I gladly will embrace, 

And wish that more and greater they mightiDe, 
That greater meed at last may turn to me 

XXVI 

Sweet IS the rose, but grows upon a brere. 

Sweet is the jumper, but sharp his bough. 

Sweet is the eglantme, but pncketh near, 

Sweet is th^ fir-bloom, but his branch is rough, 
Sweet IS the cj^ress, but his rmd is tough, 

Sweet is the nut, but bitter is his pill. 

Sweet is the broom-flower, but yet sour enough 
And sweet is moly, but his root is ill 
So every sweet with sour is temp’red still, 

That maketh it be coveted the more 
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For easy things, that may be got at will. 

Most sorts of men do set but httle store 
Why then should I account of httle pain, 

That endless pleasure shall unto me gam J 

Fair proud » now tell me, ^hy should fair be proud, 
Sith all world's glory is but dross unclean, 

And in the shade of death itself shall shroud, 
However now thereof ye little ween^ 

That goodly idol, now so gay beseen, 

Shall doff her flesh's borrowed fair attire. 

And be forgot as it had never been. 

That many now much worship and admire ^ 

Ne any then shall after it inquire, 

Ne any mention shall thereof remain, 

But what this verse, that never shall expire, 

Shall to you purchase with her thankless pam * 

Fair* be no longer proud of that shall pensh. 

But that, which shall you make immortal, cherish 

XXVIII 

The laurel-leaf, which you this day do wear. 

Gives me great hope of your relentmg mind 
For since it is the badge which I do bear, 

Ye, bearing it, do seem to me mchned 
The power thereof, which oft m me I find. 

Let it likewise your gentle breast inspire 
With sweet infusion, and put you m mmd 
Of that proud maid, whom now those leaves attire 
Proud Daphne, scorning Phoebus' lovely fire, 

On the Thessklian shore from him did fly 
For which the gods, m their revengeful ire, 

Did her transform mto a laurel-tree 
Then fly no more, fair love, from Phoebus' chase. 
But m your breast his leaf and love embrace 

XXIX 

See * how the stubborn damsel doth deprave 
My simple meamng with disdainful scorn, 

And by the bay, which I unto her gave, 

Accounts myself her captive quite forlorn 
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The bay (quoth she) is of the victors borne. 

Yielded them by the vanquisht as their meeds, 

And they therewith do poets’ heads adorn. 

To sing the glory of their famous deeds 
But sith she will the conquest challenge needs. 

Let her accept me as her faithful thrall. 

That her great triumph, which my skill exceeds, 

I may m trump of fame blaze over-all 
Then would I deck her head with glorious bays, 
And fill the world with her victorious praise 

XXX 

My love is like to ice, and I to fire. 

How comes it then that this her cold so great 
Is not dissolved through my so hot desire, 

But harder grows the more I her entreat * 

Or how comes it that my exceedmg heat 
Is not delayed by her heart-frozen cold. 

But that I bum much more in boiling sweat. 

And feel my flames augmented mamfold * 

What more miraculous thing may be told. 

That fire, which all things melts, should harden ice. 
And ice, which is congeded with senseless cold. 
Should kindle fire by wonderful device * 

Such is the power of love in gentle mind. 

That It can alter all the course of kind 

XXXI 

Ah f why hath Nature to so hard a heart 
Given so goodly gifts of beauty’s grace ’ 

Whose pnde depraves each other better part. 

And all those precious ornaments deface 
Sith to all other beasts of bloody race 
A dreadful countenance she given hath. 

That with their terror all the rest may chase. 

And warn jfeo shun the danger of their wrath 
But my proud one doth work the greater scath, 
Through sweet allurement of her lovely hue. 

That she the better may m bloody bath 
Of such poor thralls her cruel hands imbrue 
But, (hd she know how ill these two accord. 

Such cruelty she would have soon abhorred 
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XXXII 

The painful smith, with force of fervent heat. 

The hardest iron soon doth mollify. 

That with his heavy sledge he can it beat. 

And fashion to what he it list apply 
Yet cannot all these ffemes, in which I fry, 

Her heart more hard than*iron soft a whit 
Ne all the plaints and prayers, with which I 
Do beat on th’ anvil of her stubborn wit 
But still, the more she fervent sees my fit. 

The more she freezeth in her wilful pnde. 

And harder grows, the harder she is smit 
With all the plamts which to her be applied 
What then remains but I to ashes bum. 

And she to stones at length all frozen turn * 

XXXIII 

Great wrong I do, I can it not deny. 

To that most sacred empress, my dear dread, 

Not fimshmg her Queen of Faery , 

That mote enlarge her hvmg praises, dead 
But Lod’wick, this of grace to me arede 
Do ye not thi:^ th’ accomplishment of it 
Sufficient work for one man’s simple head, 

All were it, as the rest, but rudely wnt? 

How then should I, without another wit. 

Think ever to endure so tedious toil* 

Smce that this one is tost with troublous fit 
Of a proud love, that doth my spirit spoil 
Cease then, till she vouchsafe to grant me rest, 
Or lend you me another livmg breast 

XXXIV 

Like as a ship, that througl^he ocean wide. 

By conduct of some star, ddm make her way, 
Whenas a storm hath dimmed her trasty guide. 
Out of her course doth wander far«astray 
So I, whose star, that wont with her bnght ray 
Me to direct, with clouds is overcast. 

Do wander now, m darkness and dismay. 
Through hidden penis round about me placed, 
Yet hope I well that, when this storm, is past, 
My Helice, the loadstar of my hfe. 
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Will shine again, and look on me at last, 

With lovely light to clear my cloudy gnef 
Till then I wander careful, comfortless, 

In secret sorrow, and sad pensiveness 

XXXV 

My hungry eyes, through greedy covetise 
Still to behold the object of their pain. 

With no contentment can themselves suffice, 

But, havmg, pme, and, having not, complain 
For, lacking it, they cannot life sustain, 

And, having it, they gaze on it the more. 

In their amazement like Narcissus vam, 

Whose eyes him starved so plenty makes me poor 
Yet are mme eyes so filled with the store 
Of that fair sight, that nothing else they brook, 
But loathe the thmgs which they did like before, 
And can no more endure on them to look 
All this world’s glory seemeth vam to me, 

And all their shows but shadows, saving she 

XXXVI 

Tell me, when shall these weary woes have end? 

Or shall their ruthless torment never cease. 

But all my days m pining languor spend, 

Without hope of assuagement or release? 

Is there no means for me to purchase peace, 

Or make agreement with her thnlling eyes. 

But that their cruelty doth still increase, 

And daily more augment my misenes ? 

But, when ye have shewed all extremities. 

Then think how little glory ye have gained 
By siaymg him, whose life, though ye despise. 

Mote have your m honour long mamtained 
But by his death, which some perhaps will moan, 
Ye shall condemned be of many a one 

XXXVII 

What guile is this, that those her golden tresses 
She doth attire under a net of gold, 

And with sly skill so cunningly them dresses. 

That which is gold, or hair, may scarce be told? 
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Is It that men’s frail eyes, which gaze too bold. 

She may entangle m that golden snare, 

And, being caught, may craftily enfold 
Their weaker hearts, which are not well aw are ^ 
Take heed, therefore, mine eyes, how ye do stare 
Henceforth too rashly* on that gudeful net, 

In which, if ever ye entrapped are, 

Out of her bands ye by no means shall get 
Fondness it were for any, being free. 

To covet fetters, though they golden be » 

XXXVIII 

Anon, when, through tempest’s cruel wrack, 

He forth was thrown mto the greedy seas, 

Through the sweet music, which his harp did make, 
Allured a dolphin him from death to ease 
But my rude music, which was wont to please 
Some damty ears, cannot, with any skill, 

The dreadful tempest of her wrath appease, 

Nor move the dolphm from her stubborn will, 

But m her pnde she doth persever still 
All careless how my life for her decays 
Yet with one word she can it save or spill 
To spill were pity, but to save were praise^ 

Choose rather to be praised for doing good, 

Than to be blamed for spillmg guiltless blood 

XXXIX 

Sweet smile f the daughter of the Queen of Love, 
Expressmg all thy mother’s powerful art, 

With which sbe wonts to temper angry Jove, 

When all the gods he threats with thund’nng dart 

Sweet is thy virtue, as thyself sweet art 

For, when on me thou shmedst late m sadness, 

A melting pleasance ran through every part, 

And me revived with heart-robbing gladness 
Whilst rapt with joy resemblmg heavenly madness, 
My soul was ravisht quite as m a trance. 

And feeling thence no more her sorrow’s sadness, 
Fed on the fullness of that cheerful glance, 

More sweet than nectar, or ambrosial meat. 
Seemed every bit which thenceforth I did eat 
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XL 

Mark when she smiles with amiable cheer, 

And tell me whereto can ye liken it, 

When on each eyelid sweetly do appear 
An hundred graces as m shade to sit 
Likest it seemeth, m my simple wit, 

Unto the fair sunstfine in summer's day, 

That, when a dreadful storm away is flit. 

Through the broad world doth spread his goadly ray. 
At sight whereof, each bird that sits on spray, 

And every beast that to his den was fled, 

Comes forth afresh out of their late dismay. 

And to the light lift up their drooping head 
So my storm-beaten heart likewise is cheered 
With that sunshine, when cloudy looks are cleared 

XLI 

Is it her nature, or is it her will. 

To be so cruel to an humbled foe ^ 

If nature, then she may it mend with skill 
If will, then she at will may will forgo 
But if her nature and her will be so, 

That she will plague the man that loves her most. 

And take dehght t' increase a wretch's woe. 

Then all her nature's goodly gifts are lost 
And that same glorious beauty's idle boast 
Is but a bait such wretches to beguile, 

As, being long m her love's tempest tost, 

She means at last to make her piteous spoil 
0 fairest fair f let never it be named, 

That so fair beauty was so foully shamed 

XLII 

The love which me so cruelly tormenteth. 

So pleasmg is m my extremest pain, 

That, all the more my sorrow it augmenteth, 

The more Wove and do embrace my bane 
Ne do I wish (for wishmg were but vain) 

To be acquit fro my continual smart. 

But joy, her thrall for ever to remam, 

And jneld for pledge my poor captived heart, 

The which, that it from her may never start, 

Let her, if please her, bmd with adamant chain 
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And from all wand'rmg loves, which mote pervart 
His safe assurance, strongly it restrain 
Only let her abstain from cruelty. 

And do me not before my time to die 

^iii 

Shall I then silent be, or shall I speak ^ 

And, if I speak, her wrath renew I shall. 

And, if I silent be, my heart will break, 

Or chok6d be with overfiowmg gall 

What tyranny is this, both my heart to thrall. 

And eke my tongue with proud restraint to tie. 

That neither I may speak not thmk at all, 

But like a stupid stock m silence die ^ 

Yet I my heart with silence secretly 

Will teach to speak, and my just cause to plead. 

And eke mine eyes, with meek humility. 

Love-learned letters to her eyes to read. 

Which her deep wit, that true heart’s thought 
can spell, 

Will soon conceive, and learn to construe well 
XLIV 

When those renown6d noble peers of Greece, 

Through stubborn pnde, amongst themselves did jar. 
Forgetful of the famous golden fleece. 

Then Orpheus with his harp their strife did bar 
But this contmual, cruel, civil war. 

The which myself against myself do make. 

Whilst my weak powers of passions warreyed are, 

No skill can stmt, nor reason can aslake 
But, when in hand my tuneless harp I take, 

Then do I more augment my foes’ despight. 

And grief renew, and passions do awake 
To battle, fresh against myself to fight 

’Mongst whom the more I seek to settle peace. 

The more I find their mahce to ^icrease 

XLV 

Leave, lady ’ m your glass of crystal clean. 

Your goodly self for evermore to view 
And m myself, my mward self, I mean, 

Most hvely-hke behold your semblant true 
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Within my heart, though hardly it can shew 
Thmg so divme to view of earthly eye, 

The fair Idea of your celestial hue, 

And every part remains immortally 
And were it not that, through your cruelty, 

With sorrow dimmed andideformed it were, 

The goodly image of your visnomy, 

Clearer than crystal, would therein appear 
But, if yourself in me ye plain will see, 

Remove the cause by which your fair beams darkened be 

XLVI 

When my abode’s prefixed time is spent, 

My cruel fair straight bids me wend my way 
But then from heaven most hideous storms are sent. 

As willing me agamst her will to stay 
Whom then shdl I, or heaven or her, obey 
The heavens know best what is the best for me 
But as she will, whose will my life doth sway. 

My lower heaven, so it perforce must be 
But ye high heavens, that all this sorrow see, 

Sith all your tempests cannot hold me back, 

Assuage your storms, or else both you, and she, 

Will both together me too sorely wrack 
Enough It is for one man to sustain 
The storms, which she alone on me doth ram 

XLVII 

Trust not the treason of those smiling looks, 

Until ye have their guileful trams well tried, 

For they are like but unto golden hooks. 

That from the foolish fish their baits do hide 
So she with fiatt’nng smiles weak hearts doth guide 
Unto her love, and tempt to their decay. 

Whom, bemg caught, she kills with cruel pride. 

And feeds at pleasure on the wretched prey 
Yet, even whilst her bloody hands them slay, 

Her eyes look lovely, and upon them smile. 

That they take pleasure in her cruel play. 

And, dymg, do themselves of pam beguile 
0 mighty charm * which makes men love their bane. 
And think they die with pleasure, live with pam 
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XLVIII 

Innocent paper^ whom too cruel hand 
Did make the matter to avenge her ire 
And, ere she could thy cause well understand, 
Did sacrifice unto the greedy fire 
Well worthy thou to have foimd better hire. 
Than so bad end for hereflcs ordained, 

Yet heresy nor treason didst conspire. 

But plead thy master’s cause, unjustly pamed 
Whom she, all careless of his gnef, constramed 
To utter forth the anguish of his heart 
And would not hear, when he to her complamed 
The piteous passion of his dymg smart 
Yet live for ever, though against her will. 

And speak her good, though she requite it lU 

XLIX 

Fair cruel* why are ye so fierce and cruel? 

Is it because your eyes have power to kill 
Then know that mercy is the mighty’s jewel 
And greater glory think, to save than spill 
But if it be your pleasure, and proud will, 

To shew the power of your impenous eyes, 

Then not on him that never thought you ill, 

But bend your force against your enemies 
Let them feel the utmost of your cruelties, 

And kill with looks as cockatnces do 
But him, that at your foot-stool humbled hes, 
With merciful regard give mercy to 
Such mercy shall you make admired to be. 
So shall you live, by givmg life to me 

L 

Long languishing in double malady 
Of my heart’s wound, and of my body’s grief. 
There came to me a leech, that would apply 
Fit medicmes for my body’s best iielief 
Yarn man, quoth I, that hast but little pnef 
In deep discovery of the mind’s disease, 

Is not the heart of all the body chief. 

And rules the members as itself doth please? 
Then, with some cordials, seek first to appease 
The inward languor of my wounded heart. 
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And then my body shall have shortly ease 
But such sweet cordials pass physician’s art 
TheUj my life’s leech f do your skill reveal^ 

And^ with one salve, both heart and body heal 

Lf 

Do I not see that fairest images 
Of hardest marble are of purpose made. 

For that they should endure through many ages, 

Ne let their famous monuments to fade ? 

Why then do I, untrained in lover’s trade. 

Her hardness blame, which I should more commend? 
Sith never aught was excellent assayed 
Which was not hard t’ achieve and bring to end 
Ne aught so hard, but he, that would attend. 

Mote soften it and to his will allure 
So do I hope her stubborn heart to bend. 

And that it then more steadfast will endure 
Only my pains will be the more to get her, 

But havmg her, my joy will be the greater 

LII 

So oft as homeward I from her depart, 

I go like one that havmg lost the field, 

Is pnsoner led away with heavy heart, 

Despoiled of warhke arms and knowen shield 
So do I now myself a pnsoner yield 
To sorrow and to solitary pain, 

From presence of my dearest dear exiled, 

Long-while alone m languor to remain 
There let no thought of joy, or pleasure vam, 

Dare to approach, that may my solace breed, 

But sudden dumps, and dreary sad disdain 
Of all world’s gladness, more my torment feed 
So I her absence will my penance make. 

That of her presence I my meed may take 

LIU 

The panther, knowing that his spotted hide 
Doth please all beasts, but that his looks them fray, 
Within a bush his dreadful head doth hide, 

To let them gaze, whilst he on them may prey 
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Right so my cruel fair with me doth play, 

For, with the goodly semblant of her hue. 

She doth allure me to mme own decay. 

And then no mercy will unto me shew 
Great shame it is, thmg so divme in view. 

Made for to be the world’s most ornament. 

To make the bait her gazers to imbrue. 

Good shames to be to ill an instrument f 
But mercy doth with beauty best agree. 

As in their Maker ye them best may see 

LIV 

Of this world’s theatre m which we stay, 

My love, like the spectator, idly sits. 

Beholding me, that all the pageants play. 

Disguising diversly my troubled wits 
Sometimes I joy when glad occasion fits, 

And mask m mirth hke to a comedy 
Soon after, when my joy to sorrow flits, 

I wail, and make my woes a tragedy 
Yet she, beholdmg me with constant eye, 

Dehghts not in my mirth, nor rues my smart 
But when I laugh, she mocks, and when I cry, 

She laughs, and hardens evermore her heart 
What then can move her? if nor mirth nor moan, 
She is no woman, but a senseless stone 

LV 

^ So oft as I her beauty do behold. 

And therewith do her cruelty compare, 

I marvel of what substance was the mould. 

The which her made at once so cruel fair 
Not earth, for her high thoughts more heavenly are 
Not water, for her love doth bum hke fire 
Not air, for she is not so light or rare 
Not fire, for she doth freeze with fe,mt desire 
Then needs another element inquire 
Whereof she mote be made, that is, the sky 
For to the heaven her haughty looks aspire 
And eke her mind is pure immortal high 
Then, sith to heaven ye likened are the best. 

Be like m mercy as m all the rest 
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LVI 

Fair ye be sure, but cruel and unkind, 

As IS a tiger, that with greediness 

Hunts after blood, when he by chance doth find 

A feeble beast, doth felly him oppress 

Fair be ye sure, but proud and pitiless, 

As IS a storm, that ^11 things doth prostrate, 

Finding a tree alone all comfortless, 

Beats on it strongly, it to ruinate 
Fair be ye sure, but hard and obstinate, 

As IS a rock amidst the raging floods 
’Gainst which, a ship, of succour desolate, 

Doth suffer wreck both of herself and goods 
That ship, that tree, and that same beast, am I, 
Whom ye do wreck, do rum, and destroy 

LVII 

Sweet warrior * when shall I have peace with you ^ 
High time it is this war now ended were 
Which I no longer can endure to sue, 

Ne your incessant batt’ry more to bear 
So weak my powers, so sore my wounds appear. 

That wonder is how I should live a jot, 

Seeing my heart through-launch6d everywhere 
With thousand arrows, which your eyes have shot 
Yet shoot ye sharply still, and spare me not, 

But glory thmk to make these cruel stours 
Ye cruel one* what glory can be got. 

In sla 3 nng him that would live gladly yours? ^ 

Make peace therefore, and grant me timely grace. 
That all my wounds will heal in httle space 

LVIII 

By her that ts most assured to herself 

Weak IS th^ assurance that weak flesh reposeth 
In her own power, and scometh others’ aid, 

That soonest falls, whenas she most supposeth 
Herself assured, and is of nought afraid 
All flesh is frail, and all her strength unstayed, 

Like a vain bubble blowen up with air 
Devourmg time and changeful chance have preyed, 
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Her glory’s pnde that none may it repair 
Ne none so rich or wise, so strong or fair. 

But faileth, trusting on his own assurance, 

And he, that standeth on the highest stair. 

Falls lowest, for on earth nought hath endurance 
Why then do ye, proud fair, misdeem so far. 

That to yourself ye most assur6d are ^ 

LIX 

Thnce happy she * that is so well assured 
Unto herself, and settled so in heart, 

That neither will for better be allured, 

Ne feared with worse to any chance to start. 

But, like a steady ship, doth strongly part 
The raging waves, and keeps her course aright, 

Ne aught for tempest doth from it depart, 

Ne aught for fairer weather’s false delight 
Such self-assurance need not fear the spite 
Of grudging foes, ne favour seek of fnends 
But, in the stay of her own steadfast might. 

Neither to one herself nor other bends 
Most happy she, that most assured doth rest, 

But he most happy, who such one loves best 

LX 

They, that m course of heavenly spheres are skilled, 
To every planet point his sundry year 
In which her circle’s voyage is fulfilled. 

As Mars m three-score years doth run his sphere 
So, smce the wing6d god his planet clear 
Began in me to move, one year is spent 
The which doth longer unto me appear 
Then all those forty which my hfe out-went 
Than by that count, which lovers’ books invent, 
The sphere of Cupid forty years contams 
Which I have wasted in long langmshment, 

That seemed the longer for my greater pains 
But let my love’s fair planet short her ways. 

This year "ensuing, or else short my days 

LXI 

The glonous image of the Maker’s beauty. 

My sovereign saint, the idol of my thought, 

Dare not henceforth, above the bounds of duty. 
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T’ accuse of pride, or rashly blame for aught 
For being as she is, divmely wrought, 

And of the brood of angels heavenly bom, 

And with the crew of blessed saints upbrought, 
Each of which did her with their gifts adorn. 

The bud of joy, the blossom of the morn. 

The beam of light,'iyhom mortal eyes admire. 
What reason is it then but she should scorn 
Base things, that to her love too bold aspire ^ 

Such heavenly forms ought rather worshipt be 
Than dare be loved by men of mean degree 

LXII 

The weary year his race now having run. 

The new begms his compassed course anew 
With shew of mommg mild he hath begun, 
Betokemng peace and plenty to ensue 
So let us, which this change of weather view. 
Change eke our minds, and former lives amend. 
The old year's sms forepast let us eschew. 

And fly the faults with which we did offend 
Then shall the new year's joy forth freshly send 
Into the glooming world his gladsome ray '' 

And all these storms, which now his beauty blend, 
Shall turn to calms, and timely clear away 
So hkewise, love^ cheer you your heavy sprite, 
And change old year's annoy to new delight 

LXIII 

After long storms and tempests' sad assay, 

Which hardly I endured heretofore, 

In dread of death, and dangerous dismay. 

With which my silly bark was tossed sore 
I do at length descry the happy shore. 

In which I hope ere long for to arrive 

Fair soil it seems from far, and fraught with store 

Of all that^dear and damty is alive 

Most happy he ^ that can at last achieve 

The joyous safety of so sweet a rest, 

Whose least delight sufficeth to deprive 
Remembrance of aU pains which him opprest 
All pams are nothing in respect of this. 

All sorrows short that gam eternal bliss 
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LXIV 

Coming to kiss her lipsj (such grace I found,) 
Meseemed, I smelt a garden of sweet flowers, 

That dainty odours from them threw around. 

For damsels fit to deck their lovers’ bowers 
Her lips did smell l3ke»unto gill 3 dlowers. 

Her ruddy cheeks like untb roses red , 

Her snowy brows like budded bellamoures, 

Her lovely eyes like pinks but newly spread. 

Her goodly bosom like a strawberry bed, 

Her neck like to a bunch of columbines. 

Her breast like lilies, ere their leaves be shed , 

Her nipples like young blossomed jessamines 
Such fragrant flowers do give most odorous smell. 
But her sweet odour did them all excel 

LXV 

The doubt which ye misdeem, fair love, is vain. 
That fondly fear to lose your liberty. 

When, losing one, two hberties ye gam. 

And make him bond that bondage erst did fly 
Sweet be the bands, the which true love doth tie 
Without constraint, or dread of any ill 
The gentle bird feels no captivity 
Within her cage but sings, and feeds her fill 
There pride d^re not approach, nor discord spill 
The league ’twixt them, that loyal love hath bound 
But simple truth, and mutual good-will, 

Seeks with sweet peace to salve each other’s wound 
There faith doth fearless dwell m brazen tower. 
And spotless pleasure builds her sacred bower 

XXVI 

To all those happy blessmgs, which ye have 
With plenteous hand by heaven upon you thrown, 
This one disparagement they to you gave. 

That ye your love lent to so mean^ one 
Ye, whose high worth’s surpassing paragon 
Could not on earth have found one fit for mate, 

Ne but m heaven matchable to none. 

Why did ye stoop unto so lowly state? 

But ye thereby much greater glory gate. 

Than had ye sorted with a prince’s peer 
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For now your light doth more itself dilate. 

And m my darkness greater doth appear 
Yet smce your light hath once erilumined me. 
With my reflex yours shall increased be 

LXVII 

Like as a huntsman after weary chase, 

Seemg the game from him escaped away. 

Sits down to rest him m some shady place. 

With panting hounds beguiled of their prey 
So, after long pursuit and vain assay, 

When I all weary had the chase forsook, 

The gentle deer returned the self-same way, 
Thinkmg to quench her thirst at the next brook 
There she, beholdmg me with milder look. 

Sought not to fly, but fearless still did bide, 

Till I in hand her yet half trembling took. 

And with her own good-will her firmly tied 
Strange thing, meseemed, to see a beast so wild. 
So goodly won, with her own will beguiled 

LXVIII 

Most glonous Lord of hfe ^ that, on this day. 

Didst make Thy triumph over death and sm. 

And, having harrowed hell, didst bnng away 

Captivity thence captive, us to'wm 

This joyous day, dear Lord, with joy begin, 

And grant that we, for whom Thou diddest die, 
Being with Thy dear blood clean washed fronjusm. 
May live for ever in felicity ^ 

And that Thy love we weighing worthily, 

May likewise love Thee for the Same agam, 

And for Thy sake, that all like dear didst buy, 
With love may one another entertain ^ 

So let us love, dear love, like as we ought 
Love IS ^he lesson which the Lord us taught 

LXIX 

The famous wamors of antique world 
Used trophies to erect m stately wise. 

In which they would the records have enrolled 
Of their great deeds and valorous empnze 
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What trophy then shall I most fit devise^ 

In which I may record the memory 

Of my love’s conquest, peerless beauty’s prize, 

Adorned with honour, love, and chastity * 

Even this verse, vowed to etermty. 

Shall be thereof immortal monument. 

And tell her praise to all posterity. 

That may admire such world’s rare wonderment, 

The happy purchase of my glonous spoil. 

Gotten at last with labour and long toil 

LXX 

Fresh spring, the herald of love’s mighty king, 

In whose coat-armour nchiy are displayed 
All sorts of flowers, the which on earth do spring, 

In goodly colours gloriously arrayed, 

Go to my love, where she is careless laid. 

Yet m her winter’s bower not well awake. 

Tell her the joyous time will not be stayed, 

Unless she do him by the forelock take. 

Bid her therefore herself soon ready make. 

To wait on Love amongst his lovely crew. 

Where every one, that misseth then her make. 

Shall be by him amerced with penance due 
Make haste, therefore, sweet love, whilst it is pnme, 
For none can call agam the passed time 

LXXI 

I joy to see how, in your drawen work, 

Yourself unto the bee ye do compare. 

And me unto the spider, that doth lurk 
In close await, to catch her unaware 
Right so yourself were caught in cunning snare 
Of a dear foe, and thralled to his love, 

In whose strait bands ye now captiv6d are 
So firmly, that ye never may remove 
But as your work is woven all above 
With woodbind flowers and fragrant eglantine, 

So sweet your prison you m time shall prove, 

With many dear delights bedecked fine 
And all thenceforth eternal peace shall see 
Between the spider and the gentle bee 
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LXXII 

Oft, when my spirit doth spread her bolder wings, 
In mind to mount up to the purest sky, 

It down IS weighed with thought of earthly things. 
And clogged with burden of mortality. 

Where, when that sovereign beauty it doth spy, 
Resembhng heaveif s glory m her light, 

Drawn with sweet pleasure’s bait, it back doth fly, 
And unto heaven forgets her former flight 
There my frail fancy, fed with full delight. 

Doth bathe in bhss, and mantleth most at ease, 

Ne thinks of other heaven, but how it might 
Her heart’s desire with most contentment please 
Heart need not wish none other happiness. 

But here on earth to have such heaven’s bhss 

LXXIII 

Bemg myself captived here in care. 

My heart, (whom none with servile bands can tie, 
But the fair tresses of your golden hair,) 

Breaking his prison, forth to you doth fly 
Like as a bird, that in one’s hand doth spy 
Desired food, to it doth make his flight 
Even so my heart, that wont on your fair eye 
To feed his fi^ll, fliies back unto your sight 
Do you him take, and in your bosom bnght 
Gently encage, that he may be your thrall 
Perhaps he there may learn, with rare dehght. 

To sing your name and praises over-all 
That It hereafter may you not repent. 

Him lodgmg m your bosom to have lent 

LXXIV 

Most happy letters ^ framed by skilful trade. 

With which that happy name was first designed. 
The which three times thnce happy hath me made. 
With gifts ^f body, fortune, and of mind 
The first my bemg to me gave by kind. 

From mother’s womb derived by due descent 
The second is my sovereign queen most kind, 

That honour and large nchesse to me lent 
The third, my love, my life’s last ornament. 

By whom my spirit out of dust was rmsed 
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To speak her praise and glory excellent, 

Of all alive most worthy to be praised 
Ye three Elizabeths ^ for ever live, 

That three such graces did unto me give 

L%XV 

One day I wrote her nam? upon the strand, 

But came the waves, and washed it away 
Again, I wrote it with a second hand. 

But came the tide, and made my pains his prey 
Vain man, said she, that dost m vain assay 
A mortal thing so to immortalize, 

For I myself shall hke to this decay, 

And eke my name be wip6d out likewise 
Not so, quoth I , let baser things devise 
To die m dust, but you shall live by fame 
My verse your virtues rare shall eternize, 

And in the heavens wnte your glonous name 
Where, whenas death shall all the world subdue, 
Our love shall live, and later life renew 

LXXVI 

Fair bosom J fraught with virtue’s richest treasure. 
The nest of love, the lodging of delight. 

The bower of bliss, the paradise of pleasure, 

The sacred harbour of that heavenly spnte, 

How was I ravisht with your lovely sight, 

And my frail thoughts too rashly led astray ’ 
Whiles divmg deep through amorous insight, 

On the sweet spoil of beauty they did prey, 

And ’twixt her paps (like early fruit m May, 
Whose harvest seemed to hasten now apace) 

They loosely did their wanton wings display, 

And there to rest themselves did boldly place 
Sweet thoughts ^ I envy your so happy rest, 
Which oft I wished, yet never was so blest 

LXXVII 

Was it a dream, or did I see it plam? 

A goodly table of pure ivory. 

All spread with junkets, fit to entertam 
The greatest prince with pompous royalty 
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’Mongst which^ there m a silver dish did he 
Two golden apples of unvalued pnce. 

Far passing those which Hercules came by^ 

Or those which Atalanta did entice 
Exceedmg sweet, yet void of sinful vice, 

That many sought, yet^one could ever taste. 

Sweet fruit of pleasure, brought from Paradise 
By Love himself, and m his garden placed 
Her breast that table was, so nchly spread, 

My thoughts the guests, which would thereon have 
fed 


LXXVIII 

Lacking my love, I go from place to place. 

Like a young fawn, that late hath lost the hind. 
And seek eachwhere, where last I saw her face. 
Whose image yet I carry fresh in mind 
I seek the fields with her late footmg signed, 

I seek her bower with her late presence deckt, 
Yet nor m field nor bower I her can find, 

Yet field and bower are full of her aspect 
But, when mine eyes I thereunto direct. 

They idly back return to me again 
And, when I hope to see their true object, 

I find myself but fed with fancies vain 
Cease then, mme eyes, to seek herself to see, 
And let my thoughts behold Kferself in me 

LXXIX 

Men call you fair, and you do credit it, 

For that yourself ye daily such do see 
But the true fair, that is the gentle wit, 

And virtuous mind, is much more praised of me 
For all the rest, however fair it be, 

Shall turn to nought and lose that glonous hue. 
But only that is permanent and free 
From frail qprruption, that doth flesh ensue 
That is true beauty that doth argue you 
To be divme, and bom of heavenly seed. 

Derived from that fair Spirit, from whom all true 
And perfect beauty did at first proceed 
He only fair, and what he fair hath made. 

All other fair, hke flowers, untimely fade 
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LXXX 

After so long a race as I have run 

Through faeryland, which those six books compile, 

Give leave to rest me being half fordone. 

And gather to myself new breath awhile 
Then, as a steed refreshed after toil. 

Out of my prison I will b?eak anew. 

And stoutly will that second work assoil, 

With strong endeavour and attention due 
Till then give leave to me, in pleasant mew 
To sport my Muse, and sing my love’s sweet praise. 
The contemplation of whose heavenly hue. 

My spint to an higher pitch will raise 
But let her praises yet be low and mean, 

Fit for the handmaid of the Faery Queen 

LXXXI 

Fair is my love, when her fair golden hairs 
With the loose wind ye waving chance to mark, 

Fair, when the rose m her red cheeks appears. 

Or m her eyes the fire of love does spark 
Fair, when her breast, like a nch-laden bark, 

With precious merchandise she forth doth lay. 

Fair, when that cloud of pnde, which oft doth dark 
Her goodly light, with smiles she dnves away 
But fairest she, whenso she doth display 
The gate witE pearls and rubies richly dight, 

Through which her words so wise do make their way 
To bear the message of her gentle spnte 
The rest be works of nature’s wonderment 
But this the work of heart’s astonishment 

LXXXII 

Joy of my life ^ full oft for loving you 
I bless my lot, that was so lucky placed 
But then the more your own mishap I rue. 

That are so much by so mean lo^e embased 

For, had the equal heavens so much you graced 

In tins as in the rest, ye mote invent 

Some heavenly wit, whose verse could have enchased 

Your glonous name in golden monument 

But since ye deigned so goodly to relent 

To me your thrall, m whom is little worth. 
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That little, that I am, shall all be spent 
In setting your immortal praises forth 
Whose lofty argument, uphftmg me, 

Shall hft you up unto an high degree 

Lxx:5i;ni 

Let not one spark oi filthy lustful fire 
Break out, that may her sacred peace molest, 

Ne one light glance of sensual desire 
Attempt to work her gentle mind’s unrest 
But pure affections bred m spotless breast, 

And modest thoughts breathed from well-temp’ red 
spntes, 

Go visit her in her chaste bower of rest 

Accompanied with angelic delights 

There yourself with those most joyous sights. 

The which myself could never yet attain, 

But speak no word to her of these sad plights, 

Which her too constant stiffness doth constrain 
Only behold her rare perfection, 

And bless your fortune’s fair election 

LXXXIV 

The world that cannot deem of worthy things, 

When I do praise her, say I do but flatter 
So does the cuckoo, when the mavis sings, 

Begm his witless note apace to dlatter 
But they that skill not of so heavenly matter, 

All that they know not envy or admire. 

Rather than envy, let them wonder at her. 

But not to deem of her desert aspire 
Deep in the closet of my parts entire, 

Her worth is wntten with a golden quill, 

That me with heavenly fury doth inspire, 

And my glad mouth with her sweet praises fill 
Which whenas Fame m her shnll trump shall thunder. 
Let the world choose to envy or to wonder 

LXXXV 

Venomous tongue, tipt with vile adder’s sting. 

Of that self kmd with which the Furies fell 
Their snaky heads do comb, from which a sprmg 
Of poisoiied words and spiteful speeches well, 
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Let all the plagues and horrid pains of hell 

Upon thee fall for thine accursed hire 

That with false forg6d lies, which thou didst tell. 

In my true love did stir up coals of ire, 

The sparks whereof let kindle thme own fire, 

And, catching hold oa thine own wicked head, 
Consume thee quite, that? didst with guile conspire 
In my sweet peace such breaches to have bred * 
Shame be thy meed, and mischief thy reward. 
Due to thyself, that it for me prepared f 

LXXXVI 

Since I did leave the presence of my love. 

Many long weary days I have outworn, 

And many nights, that slowly seemed to move 
Their sad protract from evemng until mom 
For, whenas day the heaven doth adorn, 

I wish that mght the noyous day would end 
And, whenas night hath us of hght forlorn, 

I wish that day would shortly reascend 
Thus I the time with expectation spend. 

And feign my gnef with changes to beguile, 

That further seems his term still to extend. 

And maketh every minute seem a mile 
So sorrow still doth seem too long to last, 

But joyouar hours do fly away too fast 

LXXXVII 

Smce I have lackt the comfort of that hght, 

The which was wont to lead my thoughts astray, 

I wander as ^n darkness of the night. 

Afraid of every danger’s least dismay 
Ne aught I see, though in the clearest day. 

When others gaze upon their shadows vam. 

But th’ only image of that heavenly ray. 

Whereof some glance doth m min^ eye remam 
Of which beholding the Idea plam, 

Through contemplation of my purest part. 

With light thereof I do myself sustam. 

And thereon feed my love-afiamisht heart 
But, with such brightness whilst I fill my mmd, 
I starve my body, and mine eyes do bhnd 

L^79 
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LXXXVIII 

Like as the culver, on the bared bough, 

Sits mourning for the absence of her mate, 

And, m her songs, sends many a wishful vow 
For his return that seems to linger late 
So I alone, now left disconsolate, 

Mourn to myself the absence of my love, 

And, wandering here and there all desolate. 

Seek with my plaints to match that mournful dove 
Ne joy of aught that under heaven doth hove 
Can comfort me, but her own joyous sight 
Whose sweet aspect both God and man can move. 
In her unspotted pleasance to delight 
Dark is my day, whiles her fair light I miss, 

And dead my life that wants such lively bliss 


MADRIGALS 

I 

In youth, before I waxed old, 

The blmd boy, Venus’ baby. 

For want of cunnmg made me bold, 

In bitter hive to grope for honey 
But, when he saw me stung and"cry. 

He took his wmgs and away did fly 

II 

As Dian hunted on a day. 

She chanced to come where Cupid lay, 

His quiver by his head 

One of his shafts she stole away. 

And one of hers did close convey 

Into the other’s stead 

With that Love wounded my love’s heart. 

But Dian blasts with Cupid’s dart 

III 

I saw m secret to my dame 
How httle Cupid humbly came, 

And said to her ^‘All hail, my mother 
But, when he saw me laugh, for shame 
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His face with bashful blood did flame. 

Not knowing Venus from the other 
‘‘Then, never blush, Cupid,” quoth I, 

“For many have erred in this beauty ” 

Iv ^ 

Upon a day, as Love lay sweetly slumb’nng 
All m his mother’s lap, 

A gentle bee, with his loud trumpet murm’ring, 
About him flew by hap 

Whereof when he was wakened with the noise. 

And saw the beast so small, 

“What’s this” (quoth he) “that gives so great a voice 
That wakens men withaP 
In angry wise he flies about, 

And threatens all with courage stout ” 

To whom his mother closely smihng said, 

’Twixt earnest and ’twixt game 

“See* thou thyself likewise art little made, 

If thou regard the same 

And yet thou sufl’rest neither gods m sky. 

Nor men in earth, to rest 

But, when thou art disposed cruelly, 

Their sleep thou dost molest 
Then either change thy cruelty, 

Or give like leave unto the fly ” 

Natheless, the cruel boy, not so content, 

'Would needs the fly pursue, 

And in his hand, with heedless hardiment. 

Him caught for to subdue 

But, when on it he hasty hand did lay, 

The bee him stung therefore 

“Now out alas,” he cned, “and wellaway* 

I wounded am full sore 

The fly, that I so much did scom^ 

Hath hurt me with his httle horn ” 

Unto his mother straight he weepmg came. 

And of his gnef complained 

Who could not choose but laugh at his fond game. 

Though sad to see him pamed 
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‘‘Think now/^ (quoth she) “my son, how great the 
smart 

Of those whom thou dost wound 

Full many thou hast pricked to the heart, 

That pity never found 

Therefore, henceforth seme pity take, 

When thou dost spdil of lovers make ” 

She took him straight full piteously lamenting, 

And wrapt him in her smock 

She wrapt him softly, all the while repenting 

That he the fly did mock 

She drest his wound, and it embalmed well 

With salve of sovereign might 

And then she bathed him m a dainty well, 

The well of dear delight 

Who would not oft be stung as this. 

To be so bathed in Venus’ bliss ^ 

The wanton boy was shortly well recured 
Of that his malady 
But he, soon after, fresh again inured 
His former cruelty 

And since that time he wounded hath myself 

With his sharp dart of love 

And now forgets, the cruel careless elf, 

His mother’s best to prove 
So now I languish, till he please 
My pining anguish to appease 



EPITHALAMION 

• 

Ye learned sisters, which^have oftentimes 
Been to me aiding, others to adorn. 

Whom ye thought worthy of your graceful rh)rmes. 
That even the greatest did not greatly scorn 
To hear their names sung in your simple lays, 

But joyed in their praise. 

And when ye list your own mishaps to mourn, 
Which death, or love, or fortune’s wreck did raise. 
Your string could soon to sadder tenor turn, 

And teach the woods and waters to lament 

Your doleful dreariment 

Now lay those sorrowful complaints aside. 

And having all your heads with girlands crowned. 
Help me mine own love’s praises to resound, 

Ne let the same of any be envide 
So Orpheus did for his own bnde* 

So I unto myself alone will sing. 

The woods shall to me answer, and my echo nng 

Early, before the world’s light-giving lamp 
His golden bSam upon the hiUs doth spread, 

Having dispersed the night’s uncheerful damp. 

Do ye awake, and with fresh lustihead 
Go to the bower of my beloved love, 

My truest turtle-dove, 

Bid her awake, for Hymen is awake, 

And long siiice ready forth his mask to move, 

With his bright tead that flames with many a flake, 
And many a bachelor to wait on him, 

In their fresh garments tnm 

Bid her awake therefore, and sooj^ her dight, 

For lo * the wished day is come at last, 

That shall, for all the pains and sorrows past, 

Pay to her usury of long delight 
And whilst she doth her dight, 

Do ye to her of joy and solace sing, 

That all the woods may answer, and your echo nng 
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Bring with you all the nymphs that you can hear 
Both of the nvers and the forests green, 

And of the sea that neighbours to her near 
All with gay girlands goodly well beseen 
And let them also with them bring in hand 
Another gay girland, 

For my fair love, of lilies and of roses. 

Bound true-love wise, with a blue silk nband 
And let them make great store of bndal posies. 

And let them eke brmg store of other flowers. 

To deck the bndal bowers 

And let the ground whereas her foot shall tread, 

For fear the stones her tender foot should wrong, 

Be strewed with fragrant flowers all along. 

And diap’red like the discoloured mead 
Which done, do at her chamber door await. 

For she will waken straight, 

The whiles do ye this song unto her sing, 

The woods shall to you answer, and your echo nng 

Ye nymphs of Mulla, which with careful heed 
The silver scaly trouts do tend full well, 

And greedy pikes which use therem to feed 
(Those trouts and pikes all others do excel), 

And ye likewise, which keep the rushy lake, 

Where none do fishes take ^ 

Bind up the locks the which hang scattered light, 
And in his waters, which your mirror make. 

Behold your faces as the crystal bright. 

That when you come whereas my love doth lid^ 

No blemish she may spy 

And eke, ye lightfoot maids, which keep the deer. 
That on the hoary mountain used to tower. 

And the wild wolves, which seek them to devour. 
With your steel darts do chase from coming near. 
Be also present here. 

To help to 4eck her, and to help to sing, 

That all the woods may answer, and your echo rmg» 

Wake now, my love, awake ^ for it is time. 

The rosy Mom long since left Tithone^s bed, 

All ready to her silver coach to climb, 

And Phoebus gms to shew his glorious head 
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Hark f how the cheerful birds do chant their lays 

And carol of Love’s praise 

The merry lark her matms smgs aloft, 

The thrush rephes, the mavis descant plays 
The ouzel shnlls, the ruddock warbles soft. 

So goodly all agree, wuth sweet consent, 

To this day’s merriment ^ 

Ah ^ my dear love, why do ye sleep thus long. 

When meeter were that ye should now awake, 

T’ await the coming of your joyous make, 

And hearken to the birds’ love-learned song,‘ 

The dewy leaves among ’ 

For they of joy and pleasance to you sing, 

That all the woods them answer, and their echo nng 

My love is now awake out of her dreams. 

And her fair eyes, like stars that dimmed were 
With darksome cloud, now shew their goodly beams 
More bnght than Hesperus his head doth rear 
Come now, ye damsels, daughters of delight, 

Help quickly her to dight 

But first come, ye fair hours, which were begot 

In Jove’s sweet paradise of Day and Night, 

Which do the seasons of the year allot. 

And all, that ever in this world is fair, 

Do make and still repair 

And ye three^handmaids of the Cyprian Queen, 

The which do still adorn her beauty’s pnde, 

Help to adorn my beautifullest bnde 
And, as ye her array, still throw between 
Some graces to be seen. 

And, as ye use to Venus, to her smg. 

The whiles the woods shall answer, and your echo rmg* 

Now IS my love all ready forth to come 
Let all the virgms therefore well await 
And ye fresh boys, that tend upqp her groom. 

Prepare yourselves, for he is coming straight 
Set all your thmgs m seemly good array. 

Fit for so joyful day 

The joyfuU’st day that ever sun did see 

Fair sun^ shew forth thy favourable ray. 

And let thy lifeful heat not fervent be. 
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For fear of burning her sunshiny face. 

Her beauty to disgrace 
0 fairest Phoebus * father of the Muse ’ 

If ever I did honour thee aright, 

Or sing the thing that mote thy mind delight. 

Do not thy servant's simple boon refuse, 

But let this day, let'this one day, be mme. 

Let all the rest be thine 

Then T thy sovereign praises loud will sing, 

That all the woods shall answer, and their echo nng 

Hark how the mmstrels gm to shrill aloud 
Their merry music that resounds from far. 

The pipe, the tabor, and the trembling croud. 

That well agree withouten breach or jar 
But, most of all, the damsels do delight 
When they their timbrels smite, 

And thereunto do dance and carol sweet. 

That all the senses they do ravish quite, 

The whiles the boys run up and down the stieet, 
Cr 3 ang aloud with strong confused noise, 

As if It were one voice, 

Hymen, lo Hymen, Hymen, they do shout. 

That even to the heavens their shouting shrill 
Doth reach, and all the firmament doth fill, 

To which the people standing all about. 

As in approvance, do thereto applaud, 

And loud advance her laud. 

And evermore they Hymen, Hymen sing, 

That all the woods them answer, and their echfo nng 

Lo * where she comes along with portly pace, 

Like Phoebe, from her chamber of the east, 

Arismg forth to run her mighty race. 

Clad all m white, that 'seems a virgin best 
So well It her beseems, that ye would ween 
Some angel ighe had been 
Her long loose yellow locks like golden wire, 
Sprinkled with pearl, and purlmg fiowers atween. 

Do like a golden mantle her attire, 

And, bemg crowned with a girland green. 

Seem like some maiden queen 
Her modest eyes, abash^ to behold 
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So many gazers as on her do stare^ 

Upon the lowly ground affixed are, 

Ne dare lift up her countenance too bold, 

But blush to hear her praises sung so loud, 

So far from being proud 
Nathless do ye still loud her praises sing, 

That all the woods may answer, and your echo nng 

Tell me, ye merchants’ daughters, did ye see 
So fair a creature in your town before. 

So sweet, so lovely, and so mild as she, 

Adorned with beauty’s grace and virtue’s store? 

Her goodly eyes like sapphires shinmg bright, 

Her forehead ivory white, 

Her cheeks like apples which the sun hath rudded, 
Her lips like cherries charming men to bite. 

Her breast like to a bowl of cream uncrudded, 

Her paps hke lilies budded. 

Her snowy neck like to a marble tower. 

And all her body like a palace fair. 

Ascending up, with many a stately stair, 

To honour’s seat and chastity’s sweet bower 
Why stand ye still, ye virgins, m amaze. 

Upon her so to gaze. 

Whiles ye forget your former lay to smg. 

To which the woods did answer, and your echo rmg> 

But if ye saw that which no eyes can see, 

The inward beauty of her lively spnte, 

► Garnisht with heavenly gifts of high degree. 

Much more then would ye wonder at that sight, 

And stand astonisht like to those which read 
Medusa’s mazeful head 

There dwells sweet love, and constant chastity, 
Unspotted faith, and comely womanhood. 

Regard of honour, and mild modesty, 

There virtue reigns as queen in r^al throne, 

And giveth laws alone, 

The which the base affections do obey, 

And yield their services unto her will, 

Ne thought of thmg uncomely ever may 
Thereto approach to tempt her mmd to ill 
Had ye once seen these her celestial treasures. 
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And nnreveaied pleasures. 

Then would ye wonder, and her praises sing, 

That all the woods should answer, and your echo ring 

Open the temple gates unto my love. 

Open them wide that sl^e may enter in, 

And all the posts a4om as doth behove, 

And all the pillars deck with girlands trim, 

For to receive this samt with honour due, 

That cometh m to you 

With trembling steps, and humble reverence, 

She cometh m, before th’ Almighty's view. 

Of her ye virgins learn obedience, 

Whenso ye come into those holy places, 

To humble your proud faces 

Brmg her up to th' high altar, that she may 

The sacred ceremonies there partake. 

The which do endless matnmony make. 

And let the roanng organs loudly play 
The praises of the Lord in lively notes. 

The whiles, with hollow throats, 

The chonsters the joyous anthem sing, 

That all the woods may answer, and their echo rmg 

Behold, whiles she before the altar stands, 

Hearmg the holy pnest that to her speaks. 

And blesseth her with his two hSppy hands, 

How the red roses flush up m her cheeks, 

And the pure snow, with goodly vermeil stain 
Like crimson dyed m gram 
That even th' angels, which contmually 
About the sacred altar do remain, 

Forget their service and about her fly, 

Oft peepmg m her face, that seems more fair 

The more they on it stare 

But her sad eyes, still fastened on the ground, 

Are governed with goodly modesty. 

That suflers^ot one look to glance awry, 

Which may let m a little thought unsound 
Why blush ye, love, to give to me your hand. 

The pledge of all our band * 

Sing, ye sweet angels, Alleluia sing. 

That all the woods may answer, and your echo nng 
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Now all IS done bring home the bnde again, 

Brmg home the tnnmph of our victory 
Bring home with you the glory of her gam. 

With joyance bring her and with jollity 
Never had man more joyful day than this, 

Whom heaven would heap with bliss 
Make feast therefore now^l this livelong day, 

This day for ever to me holy is 

Pour out the wine without restramt or stay, 

Pour not by cups, but by the bellyful. 

Pour out to all that wull, 

And spnnkle all the posts and wails with wine, 

That they may sweat, and drunken be withal 
Crown ye God Bacchus with a coronal, 

And Hymen also crown with wreaths of vme, 

And let the Graces dance unto the rest, 

For they can do it best 

The whiles the maidens do their carol sing, 

To which the woods shall answer, and their echo ring 

Ring ye the bells, ye young men of the town, 

And leave your wonted labours for this day 
This day is holy, do ye write it down, 

That ye for ever it remember may 
This day the sun is m his chiefest height, 

With Bamaby the bright, 

From whence declining daily by degrees, 

He somewhat loseth of his heat and light, 

When once the Crab behind his back he sees 
But for this time it ill ordamed was. 

To choose the longest day m all the year, 

And shortest night, when longest fitter were 
Yet never day so long, but late would pass 
Ring ye the bells, to make it wear away, 

And bonfires make all day, 

And dance about them, and about them sing, 

That all the woods may answer, %nd your echo rmg 

Ah^ when will this long weary day have end. 

And lend me leave to come unto my love ? 

How slowly do the hours their numbers spend! 

How slowly does sad Time his feathers move* 

Haste thee, 0 fairest planet, to thy home. 
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Within the western foam 

Thy tired steeds long smce have need of rest 

Long though it be, at last I see it gloom, 

And the bnght evenmg-star with golden crest 
Appear out of the east 
Fair child of beauty ’ glonous lamp of love f 
That all the host o^ heaven in ranks dost lead, 

And guidest lovers through the night’s sad dread, 
How cheerfully thou lookest from above, 

And seem’st to laugh atween thy twinkling light, 

As joymg in the sight 

Of these glad many, which for joy do sing. 

That all the woods them answer, and their echo nng » 

Now cease, ye damsels, your delights forepast. 
Enough It IS that all the day was yours 
Now day is done, and night is mghing fast. 

Now bnng the bride into the bridal bowers 
The night is come, now soon her disarray. 

And in her bed her lay, 

Lay her in lihes and m violets, 

And silken curtains over her display, 

And odoured sheets, and arras coverlets 
Behold how goodly my fair love does lie. 

In proud humility^ 

Like unto Maia, whenas Jove her took 
In Tempe, lymg on the flow’ry Jrass, 

’Twixt sleep and wake, after she weary was. 

With bathing in the Acidalian brook 
Now It IS night, ye damsels may be gone. 

And leave my love alone, 

And leave likewise your former lay to sing 

The woods no more shall answer, nor your echo nng 

Now welcome, night * thou night so long expected. 
That long day’s labour dost at last defray, 

And all my/:ares, which cruel Love collected. 

Hast summed in one, and cancelled for aye 
Spread thy broad wing over my love and me, 

That no man may us see, 

And in thy sable mantle us enwrap, 

From fear of peril and foul horror free 
Let no false treason seek us to entrap. 
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Nor any dread disquiet once annoy 
The safety of our joy, 

But let the night be calm, and qmetsome, 

Without tempestuous storms or sad afiEray 
Like as when Jove with fair Alcmena lay, 

When he begot the great Tiryuthian groom 
Or like as when he with tlfyself did he 
And begot Majesty 

And let the maids and young men cease to sing, 

Ne let the woods them answer, nor their echo nng 

Let no lamentmg cnes, nor doleful tears. 

Be heard all night wittun, nor yet without 
Ne let false whispers, breeding hidden fears, 

Break gentle sleep with misconceived doubt 
Let no deluding dreams, nor dreadful sights, 

Make sudden sad affnghts, 

Ne let house-fires, nor lightnmg’s helpless harms, 

Ne let the Pouke, nor other evil sprites, 

Ne let mischievous witches with their charms, 

Ne let hobgoblins, names whose sense we see not, 

Fray us with things that be not 

Let not the shnek-owl nor the stork be heard. 

Nor the night-raven, that still deadly yells. 

Nor damned ghosts, called up with mighty spells, 

Nor grisly vultures, make us once afeard 

Ne let th’ unpleasant quire of frogs still croaking 

Make us to wish their choking 

Let none of these their dreary accents smg, 

Ne let the woods them answer, nor their echo rmg 

But let stiQ §ilence true night-watches keep. 

That sacred peace may m assurance reign. 

And timely sleep, when it is tune to sleep. 

May pour his limbs forth on your pleasant plam. 

The whiles an hundred little wmg6d loves, 

Like divers-feathered doves. 

Shall fly and flutter round about your bed, 

And in the secret dark, that none reproves. 

Their pretty stealths shall work, and snares shall 
spread 

To filch away sweet snatches of delight, 

Concealed through covert mght 
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Ye sons of Venus, play your sports at will f 
For greedy pleasure, careless of your toys, 

Thinks more upon her paradise of joys, 

Than what ye do, albeit good or ill 

All mght therefore attend your merry play. 

For it will soon be day» 

Now none doth hir«ier you, that say or sing, 

Ne will the woods now answer, nor your echo ring 

Who IS the same, which at my window peeps ^ 

Or whose is that fair face that shines so bright? 

Is It not C 5 mthia, she that never sleeps. 

But walks about high heaven all the night? 

0 * fairest goddess, do thou not envv 
My love with me to spy 

For thou likewise didst love, though now unthought, 

And for a fleece of wool, which privily 

The Latiman shepherd once unto thee brought. 

His pleasures with thee wrought 
Therefore to us be favourable now. 

And sith of women’s labours thou hast charge. 

And generation goodly dost enlarge, 

Incline thy will t’ effect our wishful vow. 

And the chaste womb inform with timely seed, 

That may our comfort breed 

Till which we cease our hopeful hap to smg, 

Ne let the woods us answer, nor our echo rmg 

And thou, great Juno ^ which with awful might 
The laws of wedlock still dost patronize, ^ 

And the religion of the faith first plight 
With sacred ntes hast taught to solemnize, 

And eke for comfort often called* art 
Of women in their smart. 

Eternally bmd thou this lovely band, 

And all thy blessings unto us impart 
And thou, glad Gemus ^ in whose gentle hand 
The bndal bower and genial bed remain. 

Without blemish or stam 

And the sweet pleasures of their love's dehght 

With secret md dost succour and supply, 

Till they bring forth the fruitful progeny, 

Send us the timely fruit of this same night 
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And thouj fair Hebe* and thou, Hymen free* 

Grant that it may so be 

Till which we cease your further praise to sing, 

Ne any woods shall answer, nor your echo ring 

And ye high heavens, the temple of the gods. 

In winch a thousand torcKfes flammg bnght 
Do bum, that to us wretched earthly clods 
In dreadful darkness lend desired light. 

And all ye powers which in the same remain, 

More than we men can feign. 

Pour out your blessmg on us plenteously. 

And happy influence upon us ram, 

That we may raise a large postenty. 

Which from the earth, which they may long possess 
With lasting happmess. 

Up to your haughty palaces may mount. 

And, for the guerdon of their glorious merit, 

May heavenly tabernacles there inhent. 

Of blessed saints for to mcrease the count 
So let us rest, sweet love, m hope of this, 

And cease till then our timely joys to sing, 

The woods no more us answer, nor our echo rmg* 

Song 1 made tn heu of many ornaments^ 

With which wy love should duly have been decht 
Which cutting off through hasty accidents ^ 

Ye would not stay your due time to expect. 

But promised both to recompense, 

Be unto her a goodly ornament, 

And for short time an endless monument 



FOUR HYMNS 


MADE BY 

KDM SPENSER 

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE AND MOST VIRTUOUS LADIES 

THE LADY MARGARET 

COUNTESS OF CUMBERLAND^ AND 

THE LADY MARY 

COUNTESS OF WARWICK 

Ha\tng in the greener times of m> youth composed these former 
two Hymns in the praise of Love and Beauty, and finding that the 
same too much pleased those of like age and disposition which being 
too vehemently earned with that kind of affection do rather suck 
out poison to their strong passion than honey to their honest 
delight I was moved by the one of you two most excellent ladies, 
to call in the same But, being unable so to do, by reason that 
many copies thereof were formerly scattered abroad, I resolved at 
least to amend and, by way of retractation, to reform them, making, 
instead of those two Hymns of earthly or natural love and beauty, 
two others of heavenly and celestial The which I do dedicate 
jomtly unto you two honourable sisters, as to the most excellent and 
rare ornaments of all true love and beauty, both in the one and the 
other kmd humbly beseeching you to voiffchsafe the patronage of 
them, and to accept this my humble service, in lieu of the great 
graces and honourable favours which ye daily shew unto me, until 
such time as I mav by better means, jneld you some more notable 
testimony of my thankful mind and dutiful devotion And even 
so I pray for your happmess Greenwich this first of September, 
1596 Your Honours most bounden ever, 

in alL. humble service, 
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AN HYMN IN HONOUR OF LOVE 

Love, that long since hast to thy mighty power 
Perforce suCdned my poor captived heart, 

And raging now therein with restless stour, 

Dost tyrajimze m every weaker part, 

Fain would I seek to ease my bitter smart 
By any service I might do to thee, 

Or aught that else might to thee pleasing be 
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And now t’ assuage the force of this new flame, 

And make thee more propitious m my need, 

I mean to sing the praises of thy name. 

And thy victonous conquests to arede, 

By which thou madest many hearts to bleed 
Of mighty victors, wit^ wide wounds imbrued, 

And by thy cruel darts to4(:hee subdued 

Only I fear my wits enfeebled late, 

Through the sharp sorrows which thou hast me bred, 
Should faint, and words should fail me to relate 
The wondrous triumphs of thy great god-head 
But, if thou wouldst vouchsafe to overspread 
Me with the shadow of thy gentle wmg, 

I should enabled be thy acts to smg 

Come, then, 0 come, thou mighty God of Love, 

Out of thy silver bowers and secret bliss, 

Where thou dost sit in Venus' lap above, 

Bathing thy wings m her ambrosial kiss. 

That sweeter far than any nectar is. 

Come softly, and my feeble breast inspire 
With gentle fury, kindled of thy Are 

And ye, sweet Muses < which have often proved 
The piercing points of his avengeful darts, 

And ye, fair h^nnphs > which oftentimes have loved 
The cruel worker of your kindly smarts, 

Prepare yourselves, and open wide your hearts 
JFor to receive the triumph of your glory. 

That made you merry oft when ye were sorry 

And ye, fair blossoms of youth's wanton breed. 

Which in the conquests of your beauty boast. 
Wherewith your lovers' feeble eyes you feed, 

But starve their hearts that needeth nurture most. 
Prepare yourselves to march amongst his host. 

And all the way this sacred hymn^do sing, 

Made m the honour of your sovereign kmg 

Great God of Might, that reignest m the mind. 
And all the body to thy 'best dost frame, 

Victor of gods, subduer of mankind. 
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That dost the lions and fell tigers tame^ 

Making their cruel rage thy scornful game, 

And in their roanng taking great delight, 

Who can express the glory of thy might? 

Or who ahve can perfectly declare 
The wondrous cra(jle of thine infancy, 

When thy great mother Venus first thee bare, 

Begot of Plenty and of Penury, 

Though elder than thine own nativity, 

And yet a child, renewing still thy years, 

And yet the eldest of the heavenly peers ? 

For ere this world’s still moving mighty mass 
Out of great Chaos’ ugly prison crept. 

In which his goodly face long hidden was 
From heaven’s view, and m deep darkness kept. 
Love, that had now long time securely slept 
In Venus’ lap, unarmed then and naked, 

Gan rear his head, by Clotho being waked 

And, taking to him wings of his own heat, 

Kindled at first from heaven’s life-givmg fire, 

He gan to move out of his idle seat , 

Weakly at first, but after with desire 
Lifted aloft, he gan to mount up higher. 

And, hke fresh eagle, make his jLardy flight 
Through all that great wide waste, yet wanting light 

Yet wanting light to guide his wand’nng way, 

His own fair mother, for all creatures’ sake, ^ 

Did lend him light from her own goodly ray 
Then through the world his way he gan to take. 

The world, that was not till he did it make, 

Whose sundry parts he from themselves did sever. 
The which before had lam confused ever 

The earth, the air, the water, and the fire, 

Then gan to range themselves in huge array. 

And with contrary forces to conspire 
Each agamst other by all means they may, 
Threat’nmg their own confusion and decay 
Air hated earth, and water hated fire, 

TiU Love relented their rebellious ire 
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He then them took, and, tempermg goodly well 
Their contrary dislies with loved means, 

Did place them all m order, and compel 
To keep themselves within their sundry reigns, 
Together linkt with adamantine chains. 

Yet so, as that m every livmg wight 

They mix themselves, and^hew their kmdly might 

So ever since they firmly have remained. 

And duly well observed his behest, 

Through which now all these thmgs that are contained 
Within this goodly cope, both most and least. 

Their being have, and daily are increased 
Through secret sparks of his infused fire, 

Which in the barren cold he doth inspire 

Thereby they all do live, and moved are 
To multiply the likeness of their kmd, 

Whilst they seek only, without further care, 

To quench the flame which they m bummg find. 

But man, that breathes a more immortal mind. 

Not for lust’s sake, but for etermty. 

Seeks to enlarge his lasting progeny 

For having yet in his deducted spnte 
Some sparks remaining of that heavenly fire, 

He is enlununed with that goodly light. 

Unto hke goodly semblant to aspire, 

Therefore m choice of love he doth desire 
Chat seems on earth most heavenly to embrace. 

That same is Beauty, bom of heavenly race 

For sure of all that m this mortal frame 
Contained is, nought more divme doth seem, 

Or that resembleth more th’ immortal flame 
Of heavenly light, than Beauty’s glonous beam 
What wonder then, if with such r%ge extreme 
Frail men, whose eyes seek heavenly thmgs to see, 

At sight thereof so much enravished be^ 

Which well perceiving, that impenous boy 
Doth therewith tip his sharp empois’ned darts, 

Which glancing through the eyes with countenance coy 
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Rest not till they have pierced the trembling hearts. 
And kindled flame in all their inner parts, 

Which sucks the blood, and dnnketh up the life 
Of careful wretches with consuming gnef 

Thenceforth they plaiiv and make full piteous moan 
Unto the author oS their baleful bane 
The days they waste, the nights they grieve and groan. 
Their lives they loathe, and heaven’s light disdain, 

No light but that, whose lamp doth yet remam 
Fresh bummg in the image of their eye, 

They deign to see, and seeing it still die 

That whilst thou tyrant Love dost laugh and scorn 
At their complamts, making their pain thy play. 
Whilst they he languishing like thralls forlorn. 

The whiles thou dost tnumph in their decay, 

And otherwhiles, their dying to delay. 

Thou dost emmarble the proud heart of her 
Whose love before their life they do prefer 

So hast thou often done (ay me, the more 0 
To me thy vassal, whose yet bleeding heart 
With thousand wounds thou mangled hast so sore 
That whole remams scarce any little part , 

Yet, to augment the anguish of my smart, 

Thou hast enfrozen her disdainful breast, 

That no one drop of pity there doth rest 

Why then do I this honour unto thee, 

Thus to ennoble thy victorious name, 

Smce thou dost shew no favour unto me, 

Ne once move ruth m that rebellious dame, 

Somewhat to slack the ngour of my flamed 
Certes small glory dost thou win hereby. 

To let her live thus free, and me to die 

But if thou be mdeed, as men thee call, 

The world’s great parent, the most kind preserver 
Of livmg wights, the sovereign lord of all, 

How falls It then, that with thy furious fervour, 

Ihou dost afflict as well the not-deserver, 

As him that doth thy lovely bests despise^ 

And on thy Subjects most dost tyrannize^ 
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Yet herein eke thy glory seemeth more. 

By so hard handlmg those which best thee serve, 
That, ere thou dost them unto grace restore. 
Thou may’st weU try if they will ever swerve, 
And may’st them make it better to deserve, 

And, havmg got it, may it more esteem 
For thmgs hard gotten men more dearly deem 

So hard those heavenly beauties be enfired. 

As things divine, least passions do impress, 

The more of steadfast minds to be admired, 

The more they stayed be on steadfastness. 

But basebom minds such lamps regard the less. 
Which at first blowing take not hasty fire, 

Such fancies feel no love, but loose desire 

For Love is lord of truth and loyalty, 

Liftmg himself out of the lowly dust 
On golden plumes up to the purest sky, 

Above the reach of loathly sinful Lust, 

Whose base afiect through cowardly distrust 
Of his weak wmgs dare not to heaven fly, 

But like a moldwarp m the earth doth he 

His dunghill thoughts, which do themselves mure 
To dirty dross, no higher dare aspire, 

Ne can his feeble earthly eyes endure 
The flammg light of that celestial fire 
Which kmdleth love m generous desire. 

And makes him mount above the native might 
Of heavy earth, up to the heavens’ height 

Such IS the power of that sweet passion, 

That It all sordid baseness doth expel, 

And the refined nund doth newly fashion 
Unto a fairer form, which now doth dwell 
In his high thought, that would :Jself excel. 
Which he beholdmg still with constant sight. 
Admires the mirror of so heavenly light 

Whose image prmtmg in his deepest wit, 

He thereon feeds his hungry fantasy. 

Still full, yet never satisfied with it. 
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Like Tantale, that m store doth starved he, 

So doth he pine in most satiety, 

For nought may quench his mfinite desire. 

Once kmdled through that first conceived fire 

Thereon his mind affixed wholly is, 

Ne thinks on aughC but how it to attain. 

His care, his joy, his hope, is all on this. 

That seems in it all blisses to contain, 

In sight whereof all other bliss seems vain. 

Thrice happy man ^ might he the same possess, 

He feigns himself, and doth his fortune bless 

And though he do not win his wish to end, 

Yet thus far happy he himself doth ween. 

That heavens such happy grace did to him lend. 

As thing on earth so heavenly to have seen 
His heart’s enshrmed saint, his heaven’s queen. 

Fairer than fairest, in his feigning eye. 

Whose sole asp6ct he counts felicity 

Then forth he casts in his unquiet thought, 

WLat he may do, her favour to obtain, 

WLat brave exploit, what peril hardly wrought. 

What puissant conquest, what adventurous pain, 

May please her best, and grace unto him gam, 

He dreads no danger, nor misfortune fears, 

His faith, his fortune, m his breast he bears 

Thou art his god, thou art his mighty guide. 

Thou, bemg blind, lett!stJiim not see his fea rC 
But earnest him to that which he hath eyed. 

Through seas, through flames, through thousand swords 
and spears, 

Ne aught so strong that may his force withstand. 

With which thou armest his resistless hand 

Witness Le^^nder m the Euxme waves, 

And stout iEneas m the Trojan fire, 

Achilles pressmg through the Phrygian glaives. 

And Orpheus, daring to provoke the ire 
Of damned fiends, to get his love retire, 

For both through heaven and hell thou makest way 
To wm them^orship which to thee obey 
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And if, by all these perils and these pains. 

He may but purchase hkmg in her eye. 

What heavens of joy then to himself he feigns * 
Eftsoons he wipes quite out of memory 
Whatever ill before he did aby 
Had It been death, yet*would he die ag a i n . 

To live thus happy as her grace to gam 

Yet, when he hath found favour to his will, 

He nathemore can so contented rest. 

But forceth further on, and stnveth still 
T’ approach more near, till in her mmost breast 
He may embosomed be and loved best. 

And yet not best, but to be loved alone 
For love can not endure a paragon 

The fear whereof, 0 how doth it torment 
His troubled mind with more then hellish pain^ 

And to his feigmng fancy represent 

Sights never seen, and thousand shadows vain. 

To break his sleep, and waste his idle bram 
Thou that hast never loved canst not believe 
Least part of th’ evils which poor lovers grieve 

The gnawing envy, the heart-frettmg fear, 

The vain surmises, the distrustful shows. 

The false repotts that flymg tales do bear, 

The doubts, the dangers, the delays, the woes, 

The feigned fnends, the unassured foes, 

•With thousands more than any tongue can tell. 

Do make a lover’s life a wretch’s hell 

Yet IS there dne more curs6d than they all, 

That canker-worm, that monster, jealousy. 

Which eats the heart and feeds upon the gall, 

Tummg all love’s delight to misery, 

Through fear of losmg his felicity 

Ah, gods ^ that ever ye that monsfer placed 

In gentle love, that all his joy ’s defaced! 

By these, 0 Love ^ thou dost thy entrance make 
Unto thy heaven, and dost the more endear 
Thy pleasures unto those which them partake. 
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As after storms, when clouds begin to clear. 

The sun more bright and glonous doth appear, 

So thou thy folk, through pains of purgatory 
Dost bear unto thy bliss, and heaven’s glory 

There thou them placest in a paradise 
Of all dehght and pyous happy rest. 

Where they do feed on nectar heavenly-wise, 

With Hercules and Hebe, and the rest 
Of Venus’ darlings, through her bounty blest. 

And he like gods in ivory beds arrayed, 

With rose and lilies over them displayed 

There with thy daughter Pleasure they do play 
Their hurtless sports, without rebuke or blame, 

And in her snowy bosom boldly lay 
Their quiet heads, devoid of guilty shame, 

After full joyance of their gentle game, 

Then her they crown their goddess and their queen. 
And deck with flowers thy altars well beseen 

Ay me f dear lord ^ that ever I might hope. 

For all the pains and woes that I endure. 

To come at length unto the wished scope 
Of my desire, or might myself assure 
That happy port for ever to recure * 

Then would I think these pams^no pains at all. 

And all my woes to be but penance small 

Then would I sing of thine immortal praise 
An heavenly h3n3m, such as the angels sing, 

And thy tnumphant name then would I raise 
’Bove all the gods, thee only honouring. 

My guide, my god, my victor, and my king 
Till then, dread lord ^ vouchsafe to take of me 
This simple song, thus framed m praise of thee 
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AN HYMN IN HONOUR OF BEAUTY 

Ah f whither, Love ^ wilt thou now carry me^ 

What wontless fury dost thou now inspire 
Into my feeble breast, too full of thee ^ 

Whilst seeking to aslake 4hy ragmg fire, 

Thou in me kmdlest much more great desire. 

And up aloft above my strength dost raise 
The wondrous matter of my fire to praise 

That as I erst, m praise of thme own name. 

So now m honour of thy mother dear. 

An honourable hymn I eke should frame. 

And, with the brightness of her beauty clear, 

The ravisht hearts of gazeful men might rear 
To admiration of that heavenly light, 

From whence proceeds such soul-enchantmg might 

Thereto do thou, great goddess* Queen of Beauty, 
Mother of love, and of all world's delight, 

Without whose sovereign grace and kindly duty 
Nothing on earth seems fair to fleshly sight, 

Do thou vouchsafe with thy love-kindlmg light 
T' illuminate my dim and dulled eyne, , 

And beautify^this sacred hymn of thine" 

That both to thee, to whom I mean it most. 

And eke to her, whose fair immortal beam 
Hath darted fire mto my feeble ghost. 

That now it wasted is with woes extreme, 

It may so please, that she at length will stream 
Some dew of grace mto my withered heart. 

After long sorrow and consummg smart 

What time this world's great Workmaster did cast 
To make all thmgs such as we no%r behold. 

It seems that he before his eyes had placed 
A goodly pattern, to whose perfect mould 
He fashioned them as comely as he could , 

That now so fair and seemly they appear, 

As nought may be amended anywhere 
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That wondrous pattern^ wheresoe’er it be^ 

Whether in earth laid up in secret store. 

Or else in heaven, that no man may it see 
With sinful eyes, for fear it to defiore, 

Is perfect Beauty, which all men adore. 

Whose face and featurctdoth so much excel 
All mortal sense, tint none the same may tell 

Thereof as every earthly thing partakes 
Or more or less, by influence divme. 

So it more fair accordingly it makes, 

And the gross matter of this earthly mine, 

Which ciotheth it, thereafter doth refine, 

Doing away the dross which dims the light 
Of that fair beam which therein is empight 

'For, through infusion of celestial power, 

The duller earth it quick’neth with dehght, 

And hfeful spirits privily doth pour 
Through all the parts, that to the looker’s sight 
They seem to please That is thy sovereign might, 
0 Cyprian Queen f which flowing from the beam 
Of thy bright star, thou into them dost stream 

That is the thing which giveth pleasant grace 
To all things fair, that kmdleth lively fire, 

Light of thy lamp, which, shinmg m the face. 

Thence to the soul darts amorous desire. 

And robs the hearts of those which it admire. 
Therewith thou pointest thy son’s pois’ned aprow. 
That wounds the life, and wastes the inmost marrow 

How vainly then do idle wits indent. 

That beauty is nought else but mixture made 
Of colours fair, and goodly temp’rament 
Of pure complexions, that shall quickly fade 
And pass a^ay, like to a summer’s shade. 

Or that it IS but comely composition 
Of parts well measured, with meet disposition * 

Hath white and red m it such wondrous power, 

That it can pierce through th’ eyes unto the heart. 
And therein stir such rage and restless stour, 
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As nought but death can stmt his dolour^s smart? 

Or can proportion of the outward part 
Move such affection in the inward mmd, 

That It can rob both sense and reason blmd^ 

Why do not then the ];)lossoms of the fields 
Which are arrayed with much more orient hue. 

And to the sense most dainty odours 5neld, 

Work like impression in the looker’s view^^ 

Or why do not fair pictures like power shew, 

In which oft-times we nature see of art 
Excelled, in perfect limning every part ^ 

But ah * believe me there is more than so, 

That works such wonders in the mmds of men, 

I, that have often proved, too well it know, 

And whoso list the hke assays to ken. 

Shall find by trial, and confess it then, 

That Beauty is not, as fond men misdeem, 

An outward shew of things that only seem 

For that same goodly hue of white and red. 

With which the cheeks are sprmkled, shall decay. 

And those sweet rosy leaves, so fairly spread 
Upon the lips, shall fade and fall away 
To that they were, even to corrupted clay, 

That golden wire, those sparkling stars so bnght. 

Shall turn to ^iust, and lose their goodly light 

But that fair lamp, from whose celestial ray 
WThat light proceeds, which kmdleth lovers’ fire, 

Shall never be extmguished nor decay. 

But, when the vital spirits do expire. 

Unto her native planet shall retire. 

For it is heavenly bom and cannot die, 

Bemg a parcel of the purest sky 

For when the soul, the which denvM was. 

At first, out of that great immortSl Sprite, 

By whom all live to love, whilom did pass 
Down from the top of purest heaven’s height 
To be embodied here, it then took light 
And lively spirits from that fairest star, 

Which lights the world forth from his fiery car 



340 HYMN IN HONOUR OF BEAUTY 

Which power retaining still or more or less, 

When she m fleshly seed is eft enraced, 

Through every part she doth the same impress, 
Accordmg as the heavens have her graced, 

And frames her house, in which she will be placed. 

Fit for herself, adommg it with spoil 

Of th’ heavenly riclres which she robbed eiewhile 

Thereof it comes that these fair souls, which have 
The most resemblance of that heavenly light, 
Frame to themselves most beautiful and brave 
Their fleshly bower, most fit for their delight. 

And the gross matter by a sovereign might 
Tempers so tnm, that it may well be seen 
A palace fit for such a Virgin Queen 

So every spint, as it is most pure, 

And hath m it the more of heavenly light, 

So It the fairer body doth procure 
To habit m, and it more fairly dight 
With cheerful grace and amiable sight 
For of the soul the body form doth take 
For soul IS form, and doth the body make 

Therefore wherever that thou dost behold 
A comely corpse, with beauty fair endued, 

Ejiow this for certain, that the game doth hold 
A beauteous soul, with fair conditions thewed. 

Fit to receive the seed of virtue strewed 
For aU that fair is. is by nature good . 

That IS a sign to know the gentle blood 

Yet oft It falls that many a gentle mind 
Dwells in deformed tabernacle drowned, 

Either by chance, against the course of kind, 

Or through unaptness m the substance found. 
Which it assumed of some stubborn ground, 

That will n^ yield unto her form's direction. 

But is deformed with some foul imperfection 

And oft It f ais, (ay me, the more to rue 
That goodly bi^ty, albe heavenly bom,. 

Is foul afettsed, and that celestial hm. 
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Which doth the world with her delight adorn, 

Made but the bait of sm, and sinners^ scorn, 

Whilst every one doth seek and sue to have it, 

But every one doth seek but to deprave it 

Yet nathemore is that fair beauty’s blame. 

But theirs that do abuse«t unto ill 
Nothing so good, but that through guilty shame 
May be corrupt, and wrested unto -9^1 
Natheless the soul is fair and beauteous still, 

However flesh’s fault it filthy make, 

For things immortal no corrup tion take 

But ye, fair dames * the world’s dear ornaments 
And lively images of heaven’s light. 

Let not your beams with such disparagements 
Be dimmed, and your bright glory dark’ned quite , 

But mindful still of your first country’s sight. 

Do still preserve your first informed grace, 

Whose shadow yet shines m your beauteous face 

Loathe that foul blot, that hellish firebrand, 

Disloyal lust, fair beauty’s foulest blame, 

That base affections, which your ears would bland, 
Commend to you by love’s abused name, 

But IS indeed the bondslave of defame. 

Which will tjie garland of your glory mar, 

And quench the light of your bnght shining star 

But gentle love, that loyal is and true. 

Will more illumine your resplendent ray, 

And add more bnghtness to your goodly hue, 

From light of his pure fire, which, by like way 
Kindled of yours, your likeness doth display, 

Like as two mirrors, by opposed reflection, 

Do both express the face’s first impression 

(Therefore, to make your beauty more appear. 

It you behoves to love, and fortn to lay 
That heavenly nches which m you ye bear, 

That men the more admire their fountain may, 

“For else what booteth that celestial ray. 

If it m darkness be enshnned ever. 

That It of lovmg eyes be viewed never? 
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But, m your choice of loves, this well advise. 

That hkest to yourselves ye them select, 

The which your forms’ first source may sympathize. 
And with hke beauties’ parts be inly decked. 

For, if you loosely love without respect. 

It is no love, but a discordant war, 

Whose unhke parts Amongst themselves do jar 

^For love is a celestial harmony 
j Of hkely hearts composed of stars’ concent, 

/ Which join together in sweet S3niipathy, 

STo work each other’s joy and true content, 

/Which they have harboured since their first descent 
jOut of their heavenly bowers, where they did see 
lAnd know each other here beloved to be 

Then wrong it were that any other twain 
Should m love’s gentle band combined be 
But those whom Heaven did at first ordam. 

And made out of one mould the more t’ agree. 

For all, that like the beauty which they see. 

Straight do not love, for love is not so light 
As straight to burn at first beholder’s sight 

But they, which love mdeed, look otherwise. 

With pure regard and spotless true intent, 

Drawmg out of the object of th?ir eyes 
A more refined form, which they present 
Unto their mmd, void of all blemishment. 

Which It reducing to her first perfection, 

Beholdeth free from flesh’s frail mfection 

And then conformmg it unto the light, 

Which in Itself it hath remaining still. 

Of that first Sun, yet sparkling in his sight. 

Thereof he fashions in his higher skill 
An heavenlj^beauty to his fancy’s will. 

And, It embracmg in his mmd entire. 

The mirror of his own thought doth admire 

Which seemg now so inly fair to be. 

As outward it appeareth to the eye. 

And with hiS spint’s proportion to agree. 
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He thereon fixeth all his fantasy. 

And fully setteth his fehcity, 

Counting it fairer than it is indeed, 

And yet indeed her fairness doth exceed 

For lovers' eyes more.sharply sighted be 
Than other men's, and imdear love's delight 
See more than any other eyes can see. 

Through mutual receipt of beames bright, 

Which carry pnvy message to the sprite, 

And to their eyes that inmost fair display. 

As plain as light discovers dawmng day 

Therein they see, through amorous eye-glances. 

Armies of loves still flying to and fro, 

Which dart at them their little fiery lances, 

Whom having wounded, back again they go, 

Carrymg compassion to their lovely foe, 

Who, seeing her fair eyes' so sharp effect. 

Cures all their sorrows with one sweet asp6ct 

In which how many wonders do they rede 
To their conceit, that others never see» 

Now of her smiles, with which their souls they feed, 
Like gods with nectar in their banquets free, 

Now of her looks, which like to cordials be. 

But when hej words' embassade forth she sends, 

Lord, how sweet music that unto them lends * 

Sometimes upon her forehead they behold 
A thousand graces masking m delight , 

Sometimes within her eyelids they unfold 
Ten thousand sweet belgards, which to their sight 
Do seem like twmklmg stars m frosty mght, 

But on her lips, like rosy buds m May, 

So many millions of chaste pleasures play 

All those, 0 Cytherea’ and thouijfinds more 
Thy handmaids be, which do on thee attend, 

To deck thy beauty with their dainties' store. 

That may it more to mortal eyes commend, 

And make it more admired of foe and fnend 
That in men's hearts thou may'st thy throne install. 
And spread thy lovely kingdom over-all 
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Then lo, tnumph f 0 great Beauty’s Queen, 
Advance the banner of thy conquest high, 

That all this world, the which thy vassals bene. 
May draw to thee and with due fealty 
Adore the power of thy great majesty, 

Smging this h 3 unn m honour of thy name. 
Compiled by me, whfch thy poor liegeman am ^ 

In lieu whereof grant, 0 great sovereign f 
That she, whose conquermg beauty doth captive 
My trembhng heart m her eternal chain. 

One dro p of grace a t l ength will to me give, 

That I her bouHHSi thrall by her may live. 

And this same life, which first fro me she reaved. 
May owe to her, of whom I it received 

And you, fair Venus’ darling, my dear dread ^ 

Fresh flower of grace, great goddess of my life, 
When your fair eyes these fearful hnes shall read. 
Deign to let fall one drop of due relief. 

That may recure my heart’s long pining gnef. 

And shew what wondrous power your beauty hath. 
That can restore a damned wight from death 
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Love, lift me up upon thy golden wings. 

From this base world unto thy heaven’s height^ 
Where I may see those admirable things 
Which there thou workest by thy sovereign might, 
Far above feeble reach of earthly sight, 

That I thereof an heavenly hymn may sing 
Unto the God of Love, high heaven’s king 

Many lewd la^s (ah^ woe is me the more *) 

In praise of tuat mad fit which fools call love, 

I have m th’ heat of youth made heretofore, 

That in light wits did loose affection move, 

But all those follies now I do reprove, 

And tum^ have the tenor of my stnng, 

The heavenly praises of true love to sing^i 
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And ye that wont with greedy vain desire 
To rede my fault, and, wond’rmg at my flame. 

To warm yourselves at my wide sparklmg Are, 

Sith now that heat is quenched, quench my blame. 
And in her ashes shroud my d 5 ning shame. 

For who my passed Mlies now pursues. 

Begins his own, and my d!d fault renews 

Before this world’s great frame, m which all things 
Are now contained, found any being-place. 

Ere flitting Time could wag his eyas wings 
About that mighty bound which doth embrace 
The rolling spheres, and parts their hours by space, 
That High Eternal Power, which now doth move 
In all these things, moved in itself by love 

It loved itself, because itself was fair, 

(For fair is loved) and of itself begot. 

Like to itself his eldest son and heir. 

Eternal, pure, and void of smful blot. 

The firstling of his joy, in whom no jot 
Of love’s dislike or pride was to be found, 

Whom he therefore with equal honour crowned 

With him he reigned, before all time prescnbed. 

In endless glory and immortal might, 

Together withT that third from them derived, 

Most wise, most holy, most almighty Sprite * 

Whose kingdom’s throne no thought of earthly wight 
Can comprehend, much less my tremblmg verse 
With equal words can hope it to rehearse 

Yet, 0 most Blessed Spint ^ pure lamp of light, 

Eternal sprmg of grace and wisdom true. 

Vouchsafe to shed mto my barren spnte 
Some httle drop of thy celestial dew, 

That may my rhjmaes with sweet ^fuse imbrue, 

And give me words equal unto my thought. 

To tell the marvels by thy mercy wrought 

Yet bemg pregnant still with powerful grace. 

And full of fruitful love, that loves to get 
Thmgs like himself, and to enlarge his race, 
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His second brood, though not in power so great^ 

Yet full of beauty, next he did beget 
An infinite increase of angels bright, 

All glist’nng glonous in their Maker’s light 

To them the heavens’ illimitable height 

(Not this round heacren, which we from hence behold, 

Adorned with thousand lamps of burning light, 

And with ten thousand gems of shinmg gold,) 

He gave as their inheritance to hold, 

That they might serve him in eternal bliss, 

And be partakers of those joys of his 

There they m their tnnal triplicities 
About him wait, and on his will depend. 

Either with nimble wings to cut the skies. 

When he them on his messages doth send, 

Or on his own dread presence to attend. 

Where they behold the glory of his light. 

And carol hymns of love both day and night 

Both day and mght is unto them all one, 

For he his beams doth still to them extend, 

That darkness there appeareth never none, 

Ne hath their day, ne hath their bliss, an end. 

But there their termless time m pleasure spend, 

Ne ever should their happmess 4pcay, 

Had not they dared their Lord to disobey 

But pnde, impatient of long-resting peace. 

Did pufi them up with greedy bold ambition, 

That they gan cast their state how to increase 
Above the fortune of their first condition, 

And sit in God’s own seat without commission, 

The bnghtest angel, even the Child of Light, 

Drew millions more against their God to fight 

Th’ Almighty, seemg their so bold assay, 

Bundled the liame of his consuming ire. 

And with his only breath tkem blew away 
From heaven’s height, to which they did aspire, 

To deepest hdl, and^lake of damned fire, 

Where .they im^darkness and» dread horrbr dwell, 
Hating th^jb^ppy hght from which they fell 
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So that next offspring of the Maker’s love, 

Next to himself in glonous degree, 

Degendenng to hate, fell from above 
Through pnde, (for pnde and love may ill agree) 

And now of sin to all ensample be 
How then can sinful flesh itself assure, 

Sith purest angels fell to*be impure^ 

But that Eternal Fount of love and grace. 

Still flowing forth his goodness unto all, 

Now seeing left a waste and empty place 
In his wide palace, through those angels’ fail, 

Cast to supply the same, and to install 
A new unknowen colony therein, 

Whose root from earth’s base groundwork should begin 

Therefore of clay, base, vile, and next to nought, 

Yet formed by wondrous skiU, and by his might, 
According to an heavenly pattern wrought, 

Which he had fashioned in his wise foresight, 

He man did make, and breathed a living sprite 
Into his face most beautiful ^nd fair, 

Endued with wisdom’s nches, heavenly, rare 

Such he him made, that he resemble might 
Himself, as mortal thing immortal could, 

Him to be Idrd of every livmg wight 
He made by love out of his own like mould. 

In whom he might his mighty self behold. 

For Love doth love the thing beloved to see. 

That like itself m lovely shape may be 

But man, forgetful of his Maker’s grace 
No less than angels whom he did ensue, 

Fell from the hope of promised heavenly place, 

Into the mouth of death, to sinners due, 

And all his oflspnng into thralc^m threw. 

Where they for ever should m bonds remam 
Of never-dead yet ever-dymg pam. 

Till that great Lord of Love, which him at first 
Made of mere love, and after likM well. 

Seeing him he like creature long accurst 
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In that deep horror of despaired hell, 

Him, wretch, m dole would let no longer dwell, 

But cast out of that bondage to redeem, 

And pay the price, all were his debt extreme 

Out of the bosom of eternal bliss, 

In which he reigned%ith his glonous Sire, 

He down descended, like a most demiss 
And abject thrall, in flesh’s frail attire, 

That he for him might pay sin’s deadly hire, 

And him restore unto that happy state 
In which he stood before his hapless fate 

In flesh at first the guilt committed was, 

Therefore m flesh it must be satisfied, 

Nor spirit, nor angel, though they man surpass, 

Could make amends to God for man’s misguide, 

But only man himself, who^self did shde 
So, takmg flesh of sacred virgin’s womb. 

For man’s dear sake he did a man become 

And that most blessed body, which was born 
Without aU blemish or reproachful blame, 

He freely gave to be both rent and torn 
Of cruel hands, who with despightful shame 
Revilmg him, that them most vile became, 

At length him nailed on a gallow-tree. 

And slew the Just by most unjust decree 

0 huge and most unspeakable impression 

Of love’s deep wound, that pierced the piteouC heart 

Of that dear Lord with so entire affection. 

And sharply launchmg every ini\er part, 

Dolours of death into his soul did dart, 

Domg him die that never it deserved, 

To free his foes, that from his ’hest had swerved ^ 

What heart^an feel least touch of so sore launch, 

Or thought can thmk the depth of so dear wound? 
Whose bleedmg source their streams yet never staunch 
But still do flow, and freshly still redound, 

To heal the sores of smful souls unsound, 

And cleanse the guilt of that infected crime 
Which was anooted in all fleshly slime 
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0 blessed Well of Love * 0 Flower of Grace * 

0 glonoTis Mornmg-Starl 0 Lamp of Light* 

Most lively image of thy Father’s face. 

Eternal King of Glory, Lord of Might, 

Meek Lamb of God, before all worlds behight. 

How can we thee requite for all this good^ 

Or what can prize that tfey most precious blood? 

Yet nought thou ask’st m heu of all this love. 

But love of us, for guerdon of thy pain 
Ay me* what can us less than that behove^ 

Had he required life of us agam, 

Had it been wrong to ask his own with gam^ 

He gave us life, he it restored lost, 

Then life were least, that us so httle cost 

But he our life hath left unto us free. 

Free that was thrall, and blessed that was banned, 
Ne aught demands but that we lovmg be. 

As he himself hath loved us afore-hand, 

And bound thereto with an eternal band. 

Him first to love that us so dearly bought, 

And next our brethren, to his image wrought 

Him first to love great right and reason is, 

Who first to us our life and bemg gave, 

And after, When we far6d had amiss. 

Us wretches from the second death did save, 

And last, the food of life, which now we have. 
Even he himself, in his dear sacrament, 

To feed our hungry souls, unto us lent 

Then next, to love our brethren, that were made 
Of that self mould, and that self Maker’s hand, 
That we, and to the same again shall fade, 

Where they shall have like heritage of land. 
However here on higher steps we stand, 

Which also were with selfsame pnce redeemed 
That we, however of us light esteemed 

And were they not, yet smce that loving Lord 
Commanded us to love them for his sake. 

Even for his sake, and for his sacred word, 
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Which m his last bequest he to us spake. 

We should them love, and with their needs partake. 
Knowing that, whatsoever to them we give, 

We give to him by whom we all do live 

Such mercy he by his mosf holy rede 
Unto us taught, and to*approve it true, 

Ensampled it by his most nghteous deed, 

Shewmg us mercy (miserable crew *) 

That we the like should to the wretches shew, 

And love our brethren, thereby to approve 
How much, himself that loved us, we love 

Then rouse thyself, 0 Earth ^ out of thy soil, 

In which thou wallowest like to filthy swine. 

And dost thy mmd in dirty pleasures moil, 

Unmindful of that dearest Lord of thine. 

Lift up to him thy heavy clouded e 3 me. 

That thou his sovereign bounty may^st behold. 

And read, through love, his mercies manifold 

Begin from first, where he encradled was 
In simple cratch, wrapt in a wad of hay, 

Between the toilful ox and humble ass, 

And m what rags, and m how base array. 

The glory of our heavenly nches lay, 

When him the silly shepherds came to see. 

Whom greatest princes sought on lowest knee 

From thence read on the story of his life. 

His humble carnage, his unfaulty ways, 

Hjs cank’red foes, his fights, his toil, his stnfe, 

His pains, his poverty, his sharp assays. 

Through which he passed his miserable days. 

Offending none, and doing good to all. 

Yet being maiiced both of great and small 

And look at last, how of most wretched wights 
He taken was, betrayed, and false accused. 

How with most scornful taunts, and fell despights, 

He was reviled, disgraced, and foul abused. 

How £«:ourged, how crowned, how buffeted, how bruised. 
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And lastly^ how ’twixt robbers crucified, 

With bitter wounds through hands, through feet, and 
side* 

Then let thy flinty heart, that feels no pain, 
Empierced be with pitiful remorse. 

And let thy bowels bleed*in every vem, 

At sight of his most sacred heavenly corse. 

So tom and mangled with mahaous force, 

And let thy soul, whose sms his sorrows wrought. 

Melt into tears, and groan m gnev6d thought 

With sense whereof, whilst so thy softened spint 
Is inly toucht, and humbled with meek zeal 
Through meditation of his endless ment. 

Lift up thy mmd to th’ Author of thy weal. 

And to his sovereign mercy do appeal. 

Learn him to love that lovM thee so dear, 

And in thy breast his blessed image bear 

With all thy heart, with all thy soul and mmd, 

Thou must him love, and his behests embrace. 

All other loves, with which the world doth blmd 
Weak fancies, and stir up affections base, 

Thou must renounce and utterly displace. 

And give thyself unto him full and free, 

That full and freely gave himself to thee 

Then shalt thou feel thy spint so possest, 

» And ravisht with devounng great desire 
Of his dear self, that shall thy feeble breast 
Inflame with love, and set thee all on fire 
With bummg zeal, through every part entire. 

That in no earthly thing thou shalt dehght. 

But in his sweet and amiable sight 

Thenceforth all world’s desire w^Jl in thee die, 

And all earth’s glory, on which men do gaze, 

Seem dirt and dross in thy pure-sighted eye, 
Compared to that celestial beauty’s blaze. 

Whose glorious beams all fleshly sense doth 
With admiration of their passing light, ^ 

Blmding the eyes, and lummmg the sprite 
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Then shall thy ravisht soul inspired be 
With heavenly thoughts far above human skill, 
And thy bnght radiant eyes shall plainly see 
Th’ Idea of his pure glory present still 
Before thy face, that all thy spirits shall fill 
With sweet enragement of celestial love, 

Kindled through si^t of those fair things above 
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Rapt with the rage of mme own ravisht thought, 
Through contemplation of those goodly sights. 

And glonous images m heaven wrought, 

Whose wondrous beauty, breathing sweet delights 
Do kindle love m high-conceited sprites, 

I fain to tell the thmgs that I behold. 

But feel my wits to fail, and tongue to fold 

Vouchsafe then, 0 thou most Almighty Sprite ^ 
From whom all gifts of wit and knowledge flow, 

To shed into my breast some sparkimg light 
Of thme eternal Truth, that I may show 
Some little beams to mortal eyes below 
Of that immortal beauty, there nwith thee, 

Which m my weak distraughted mmd I see. 

That with the glory of so goodly sight 

The hearts of men, which fondly here admire 

Fair seemmg shews, and feed on vam delight. 

Transported with celestial desire 

Of those fair forms, may lift themselves up higher, 

And learn to love, with zealous humble duty, 

Th* eternal fountain of that heavenly beauty 

Begmnmg then below, with th’ easy view 
Of this base world, subject to fleshly eye, 

From thence to mount aloft, by order due. 

To contemplation of th* immortal sky, 

Of the sore falcon so I learn to fly. 

That flags awhile her fluttering wings beneath, 

Tdl she herself, for longer flight can breathe 
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Then look, who list thy gazeful eyes to feed 
With sight of that is fair, look on the frame 
Of this wide umverse, and therem rede 
The endless kinds of creatures which by name* 

Thou canst not count, much less their natures aim, 

All which are made with wondrous wise respect, 

And all with admirable l^auty deckt 

First, th’ earth, on adamantme pillars founded 
Amid the sea, engirt with brazen bands. 

Then th^ air still flitting, but yet firmly bounded 
On every side, with piles of flaming brands. 

Never consumed, nor quencht with mortal hands. 
And, last, that mighty shming crystal wall. 

Wherewith he hath encompassed this All 

By view whereof it plainly may appear. 

That still as everything doth upward tend. 

And further is from earth, so still more clear 
And fair it grows, till to his perfect end 
Of purest beauty it at last ascend, 

Air more than water, fire much more than air. 

And heaven than fire, appears more pure and fair 

Look thou no further, but afiSx thine eye 
On that bright, shmy, round, still moving mass, 

The house of blessed God, which men call sky. 

All sowed with glist’nng stars more thick than grass. 
Whereof each other doth in bn^tness pass, 

But those two most, which, ruling night and day. 

As king and queen, the heavens* empire sway. 

And tell mfe then, what hast thou ever seen 
That to their beauty may compared be. 

Or can the sight that is most sharp and keen 
Endure their Captam’s flaming head to see? 

How much less those, much higher m degree, 

And so much fairer, and much &ore than these, 

As these are fairer than the land and seas? 

Foi far above these heavens, which here we see. 

Be others far exceedmg these m light, 

Not bounded, not corrupt, as these same be, 
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But infinite m largeness and in height^ 

Unmoving^ uncorrupt^ and spotless bright, 

That need no sun t’ illuminate their spheres. 

But their own native light far passing theirs. 

And as these heavens stdl by degrees anse. 

Until they come to ^eir first Mover’s bound. 
That m his mighty compass doth comprise, 

And carry all the rest with him around. 

So those likewise do by degrees redound, 

And nse more fair, till they at last arrive 
To the most fair, whereto they all do strive 

Fair is the heaven where happy souls have place. 
In full enjoyment of felicity, 

Whence they do still behold the glorious face 
Of the Divme Eternal Majesty, 

More fair is that, where those Ideas on high 
Enranged be, which Plato so admired, 

And pure Intelligences from God inspired 

Yet fairer is that heaven, m which do reign 
The sovereign Powers and mighty Potentates 
Which m their high protections do contain 
All mortal pnnces and impenal states, 

And fairer yet, whereas the royal Seats 
And heavenly Dominations are set, 

From whom all earthly govemaifce is fet 

Yet far more fair be those bnght Cherubms, 
Which all with golden wings are overdight, 

And those eternal burning Seraphms, 

Which from their faces dart out fiery light, 

Yet fairer than they both, and much more bright. 
Be th’ Angels and Archangels, which attend 
On God’s own person, without rest or end 

These thus m fair each other far excellmg, 

As to the Hifhest they approach more near. 

Yet 15 that Highest far beyond all tellmg. 

Fairer than all the rest which there appear, 
Though all their beauties joined together were, 
How then can, mortal tongue hope to express 
The image of such en^e^s perfectness? 
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Cease then, my tongue ^ and lend unto my mmd 
Leave to bethink how great that beauty is. 

Whose utmost parts so beautiful I find, 

How much more those essential parts of his. 

His truth, his love, his wisdom, and his bliss, 

His grace, his doom, his mercy, and his might, 

By which he lends us of hfetiself a sight i 

Those unto all he daily doth display. 

And shew himself in th' image of his grace, 

As m a looking-glass, through which he may 
Be seen of all his creatures vile and base. 

That are unable else to see his face. 

His glonous face ^ which glistereth else so bnght. 

That th* Angels selves cannot endure his sight 

But we, frail wights ^ whose sight cannot sustain 
The sun’s bnght beams when he on us doth shine, 

But that their points rebutted back agam 
Are dulled, how can we see with feeble eyne 
The glory of that Majesty Divine, 

In sight of whom both sun and moon are dark, 
Compared to his least resplendent spark? 

The means, therefore, which unto us is lent 
Him to behold, is on his works to look. 

Which he hath made in beauty excellent, 

And in the same, as in a brazen book, 

To read enregist’red m every nook 
-ijlis goodness, which his beauty doth declare. 

For all that’s good is beautiful and fair 

Thence gathermg plumes of perfect speculation. 

To imp the wings of thy high-flying mind. 

Mount up aloft through heaveifly contemplation. 

From this dark world, whose damps the soul do blind. 
And, like the native brood of eases’ kmd. 

On that bnght Sun of Glory fix -mme eyes, 

Cleared from gross mists of frail infirmities 

Humbled with fear and awful reverence. 

Before the footstool of his majesty 

Throw thyself down, with trembhng innocence, 
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Ne dare look up with corruptible eye 
On the dread face of that great Deity, 

For fear, lest if he chance to look on thee, 

Thou turn to nought, and quite confounded be 

But lowly fall before hjg mercy seat. 

Close covered with -the Lamb’s integrity 
From the just wrath of his avengeful threat 
That sits upon the righteous throne on high. 

His throne is built upon Eternity, 

More firm and durable than steel or brass, 

Or the hard diamond, which them both doth pass 

His sceptre is the rod of Righteousness, 

With which he bruiseth all his foes to dust, 

And the great Dragon strongly doth repress, 

Under the ngour of his judgement just, 

His seat is Truth, to which the faithful trust. 

From whence proceed her beams so pure and bnght 
That all about him sheddeth glorious light 

Light, far exceeding that bright blazing spark 
Which darted is from Titan’s flaming head. 

That with his beams enlummeth the dark 
And dampish air, whereby all things are read. 
Whose nature yet so much is marvelled 
Of mortal wits, that it doth much amaze 
The greatest wizards which thereon do gaze 

But that immortal light, which there doth shine. 

Is many thousand times more bnght, more cl^r, 
More excellent, more glonous, more divme. 

Through which to God all mortal actions here. 

And even the thoughts of men, dd plain appear. 

For from th’ Eternal Truth it doth proceed. 
Through heavenly virtue which her beams do breed 

With the great glory of that wondrous light 
His throne IS all encompassed around. 

And hid in his own bnghtness from the sight 
Of all that look thereon with eyes unsound. 

And underneath his feet are to be found 
Thunder and hghtmng and tempestuous fire, 

The instruments of his avenging ire. 
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There m his bosom Sapience doth sit, 

The sovereign darling of the Deity, 

Clad like a queen in royal robes, most fit 
For so great power and peerless majesty, 

And all with gems and jewels gorgeously 
Adorned, that brighter than the stars appear, 

And make her native bn^tness seem more clear 

And on her head a crown of purest gold 
Is set, in sign of highest sovereignty, 

And m her hand a sceptre she doth hold, 

With which she rules the house of God on high, 

And manageth the ever-moving sky, 

And m the same these lower creatures ail 
Subjected to her power imperial 

Both heaven and earth obey unto her will, 

And all the creatures which they both contam, 

For of her fullness which the world doth fill 
They all partake, and do m state remain 
As their great Maker did at first ordain. 

Through observation of her high behest, 

By which they first were made, and still mcreast 

The fairness of her face no tongue can tell, 

For she the daughters of all women’s race, 

And angels dke, m beauty doth excel, 

Sparkled on her from God’s own glonous face, 

And more mcreast by her own goodly grace, 

That It doth far exceed all human thought, 

Ne can on earth compared be to aught 

Ne could that painter (had he hvSd yet) 

Which pictured Venus with so cunous quiU,^ 

That all posterity admired it, 

Have portrayed this, for all his mast’nng skill, 

Ne she herself, had she remained still, 

And were as fair as fabling wits ao feign. 

Could once come near this beauty sovereign 

But had those wits, the wonders of their days. 

Or that sweat Teian poet, which did spend 
His plenteous vein in setting forth her praise, 
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Seen but a glimpse of this which I pretend^ 

How wondrously would he her face commend, 

Above that idol of his feigning thought. 

That all the world should with his rhymes be fraught 

How then dare I, the novice of his art, 

Presume to picture^o divme a wight, 

Or hope t' express her least perfection’s part, 

Whose beauty fills the heavens with her light, 

And darks the earth with shadow of her sight ^ 

Ah, gentle Muse * thou art too weak and faint 
The portrait of so heavenly hue to paint 

Let angels, which her goodly face behold 
And see at will, her sovereign praises sing, 

And those most sacred mvsteries unfold 
Of that fair love of mighty heaven’s King, 

Enough is me t’ admire so heavenly thing. 

And being thus with her huge love possest. 

In th’ only wonder of herself to rest 

But whoso may, thnce happy man him hold, 

Of all on earth whom God so much doth grace 
And lets his own Beloved to behold, 

For in the view of her celestial face 
All joy, all bhss, aU happiness, have place, 

Ne aught on earth can want unto the wight 
Who of herself can win the wishful sight 

For she, out of her secret treasury 
Plenty of nches forth on him will pour. 

Even heavenly nches, which there hidden he 
Withm the closet of her chastest bower, 

Th’ eternal portion of her precious dower, 

Which mighty God hath given to her free. 

And to all those which thereof worthy be 

None thereof worthy be, but those whom she 
Vouchsafeth to her presence to receive, 

Aiid letteth them her lovely face to see, 

Whereof such wondrous pleasures they conceive. 

And sweet contentment, that it doth bereave 
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Their soul of sense, through infinite dehght, 

And them transport from flesh into the spnte 

In which they see such admirable things, 

As carries them into an ecstasy, 

And hear such heavenly notes and carollings. 

Of God^s high praise, thaf fills the brazen sky, 

And feel such joy and pleasure inwardly, 

That maketh them all worldly cares forget, 

And only think on that before them set 

Ne from thenceforth doth any fleshly sense, 

Or idle thought of earthly things, remain, 

But all that erst seemed sweet seems now offence, 

And all that pleased erst now seems to pain, 

Their joy, their comfort, their desire, their gam, 

Is fixed all on that which now they see. 

All other sights but feigned shadows be 

And that fair lamp, which useth to inflame 
The hearts of men with self-consuming fire 
Thenceforth seems foul, and full of sinful blame, 

And all that pomp to which proud mmds aspire 
By name of honour, and so much desire. 

Seems to them baseness, and all nches dross, 

And all mirth^sadness, and all lucre loss 

So full their eyes are of that glonous sight, 

And senses fraught with such satiety, 

^hat in nought else on earth they can dehght, 

But in th’ aspect of that fehaty, 

Which they have written m their inward eye, 

On which they feed, and m their fastened mmd 
All happy joy and full contentment find 

Ah, then, my hungry soul< which long hast fed 
On idle fancies of thy foolish thoflght. 

And, with false beauty’s flatt’rmg bait misled, 

Hast after vam deceitful shadows sought. 

Which all are fled, and now have left thee nought 
But late repentance through thy follies brief, 

Ah^ cease to gaze on matter of thy gnef 
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And look at last up to that Sovereign Lights 
From whose pure beams all perfect beauty springs^ 
That kmdleth love in every godly spnte^ 

Even the love of God^ which loathing brings 
Of this vile world and these gay-seeming things. 
With whose sweet pleasures being so possest, 

Thy straymg thoughts henceforth for ever rest 
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A SPOUSAL VERSE 

MADE BY 

EDM SPENSER 

IN HONOUR OF THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE OF THE TWO HONOURABLE 
AND VIRTUOUS LADIES^ THE LADY ELIZABETH AND THE LADY 
KATHERINE SOMERSET^ DAUGHTERS TO THE RIGHT HONOUR- 
ABLE THE EARL OF WORCESTER, AND ESPOUSED TO THE TWO 
WORTHY GENTLEMEN, M HENRY GILFORD AND M WILLIAM 
PETER, ESQUIRES 

Calm was the day, and through the trembling air 
Sweet-breathmg Zephyrus did softly play 
A gentle spirit, that lightly did delay 
Hot Titan^s beams, which then did glister fair, 

When I (whom sullen care, 

Through discontent of my long fruitless stay 
In prince’s court, and expectation vam 
Of idle hopes, Vhich still do fly away. 

Like empty shadows, did afflict my brain), 

Walked forth to ease my pain 

Along the shore of silver-streammg Thames, 

Whose rutty bank, the which his river hems. 

Was painted all with vanable flowers. 

And all the meads adorned with dainty gems 
Fit to deck maidens’ bowers. 

And crown their paramours 
Against the bridal day, which is not long 
Sweet Thames ^ run softly, till I^nd my song 

There, m a meadow, by the nver’s side, 

A flock of nymphs I chanc«i to espy. 

All lovely daughters of the flood thereby. 

With goodly greenish locks, all loose untied. 

As each had been a bnde, 
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And each one had a little wicker basket, 

Made of fine twigs, entrailed curiously, 

In which they gathered flowers to fill their flasket. 
And with fine fingers cropt full feateously 
The tender stalks on high 
Of every sort, which irr that meadow grew, 

They gathered som£, the violet, pallid blue, 

The little daisy, that at evenmg closes, 

The virgin lily, and the primrose true, 

With store of vermeil roses. 

To deck their bridegrooms' posies 
Against the bndal day, which was not long 
Sweet Thames ^ run softly, till I end my song 

With that I saw two swans of goodly hue 
Come softly swimming down along the lee, 

Two fairer birds I yet did never see. 

The snow, which doth the top of Pindus strew. 

Did never whiter shew, 

Nor Jove himself, when he a swan would be, 

For love of Leda, whiter did appear, 

Yet Leda was (they say) as white as he, 

Yet not so white as these, nor nothing near, 

So purely white they were. 

That even the gentle stream, the which them bare, 
Seemed foul to them, and bad his billows spare 
To wet their silken feathers, lesC they might 
Soil their fair plumes with water not so fair. 

And mar their beauties bright, 

That shone as heaven's light. 

Against their bridal day, which was not long 
Sweet Thames • run softly, till I end my song 

Eftsoons the nymphs, which now had flowers their fill. 
Ran all in haste to see that silver brood, 

As they came floating on the crystal flood, 

Whom when they saw, they stood amazed still, 

Their wond’nng eyes to fill. 

Them seemed they never saw a sight so fair. 

Of fowls so lovely, that they sure did deem 
Them heavenly bom, or to be that same paii^ 
Whidiihrough the sky d!raw Venus' silver teto. 

For sure they did not seem 
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To be begot of any earthly seed, 

But rather angels, or of angels’ breed. 

Yet were they bred of summer’s-heat, they say. 

In sweetest season, when each flower and weed 
The earth did fresh array. 

So fresh they seemed as day. 

Even as their bridal day,'^hich was not long 
Sweet Thames ^ run softly, till I end my song 


Then forth they all out of their baskets drew 
Great store of flowers, the honour of the field. 

That to the sense did fragrant odours yield, 

All which upon those goodly birds they threw 
And all the waves did strew. 

That like old Peneus’ waters they did seem. 

When down along by pleasant Tempe’s shore. 
Scattered with flowers, through Thessaly they stream, 
That they appear through lihes’ plenteous store, 

Like a bride’s chamber floor 

Two of those n3nnphs, meanwhile, two garlands bound 
Of freshest flowers which m that mead they found, 
The which presenting aU in trim array. 

Their snowy foreheads therewithal they crowned, 
Whilst one did smg this lay, 

Prepared against that day. 

Against their bndal day, which was not long 
Sweet Thames * run softly, till I end my song 


^“Ye gentle birds* the world’s fair ornament. 
And heaven’s glory, whom this happy hour 
Doth lead unto your lovers’ blissful bower, 

Joy may yon have, and gentle heart’s content 
Of your love’s complement. 

And let fair Venus, that is Queen of Love, 

With her heart-quellmg son upon you smile. 
Whose smile, they say, hath virtue to remove 
All love’s dislike, and friendship’? faulty guile 
For ever to assoil 

Let endless peace your steadfast hearts accord. 
And blessed plenty wait upon your board 
And let your bed with pleasures chaste abound, 
That fruitful issue may to you afiord, 
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Which may your foes confound, 

And make your joys redound 
Upon your bridal day, which is not long 
Sweet Thames ^ run softly, till I end my song 

So ended she, and all the rest around 
To her redoubled that her undersong, 

Which said their bndal day should not be long 
And gentle Echo from the neighbour ground 
Their accents did resound 
So forth those joyous birds did pass along, 
Adown the lee, that to them murmured low. 

As he would speak, but that he lackt a tongue. 
Yet did by signs his glad affection show, 

Makmg his stream run slow 
And aU the fowl which in his flood did dwell 
Gan flock about these twain, that did excel 
The rest, so far as Cynthia doth shend 
The lesser stars So they, enranged well, 

Did on those two attend. 

And their best service lend 
Against their weddmg day, which was not long 
Sweet Thames ^ run softly, till I end my song 


At length they all to merry London came, 

To merry London, my most kindly nurse, 

That to me gave this life’s first native source. 
Though from another place I take my name, 

An house of anaent fame 

There when they came, whereas those bncky towers 
The which on Thames’ broad aged back do ride, 
Where now the studious lawyers have their bowers, 
There whilom wont the Templar Knights to bide. 
Till they decayed through pride 
Next whereunto there stands a stately place, 

Where oft I gained gifts and goodly grace 

Of that gr&t lord, which therem wont to dwell, 

Whose want too well now feels my friendless case 

But ah* here fits not well 

Old woes, but joys, to tell 

Agsamt the bndal day, which is not lon^ 

Sweel Thames i run softly, tail I end my song 
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Yet therein now doth lodge a noble peer, 

Great England’s glory, and the world’s wide wonder, 
Whose dreadful name late through all Spam did 
thunder, 

And Hercules’ two pillars standmg near 

Did make to quake and fear 

Fair branch of honour, flower of chivalry* 

That fillest England with thy tnumph’s fame, 

Joy have thou of thy noble victory. 

And endless happiness of thine own name 
That promiseth the same. 

That through thy prowess, and victonous arms, 

Thy country may be freed from foreign harms. 

And great Eliza’s glorious name may nng 
Through all the world, filled with thy wide alarms. 
Which some brave Muse may smg 
To ages following. 

Upon the bridal day, which is not long 
Sweet Thames * run softly, till I end my song 

From those high towers this noble lord issumg. 

Like radiant Hesper, when his golden hair 
In th’ ocean billows he hath bathed fair. 

Descended to the river’s open viewmg, 

With a great tram ensuing 
Above the rest were goodly to be seen 
Two gentle knights of lovely face and feature. 
Beseeming well the bower of any queen. 

With gifts of wit, and ornaments of nature, 

^it for so goodly stature, 

That like the twins of Jove they seemed m sight. 
Which deck the baldnc of the heavens bright. 

They two, fdrth pacing to the river’s side, 

Received those two fair brides, their love’s dehght, 
Which, at th’ appomted tide, 

Each one did make his bride 
Against their bndal day, which is not long 
Sweet Thames * run softly, tilPl end my song 
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WRITTEN BY SPENSER 

COLLECTED FROM THE ORIGINAL PUBLICATIONS IN WHICH THEY 
APPEARED 

I 

To the right worshipful my singular good friend^ M Gabriel 
Harvey^ Doctor of the Laws 

Harvey, thee happy above happiest men 
I rede, that, sitting like a looker-on 
Of this world’s stage, dost note with cntic pen 
The sharp dislikes of each condition 
And, as one careless of suspicion, 

Ne fawnest for the favour of the great, 

Ne fearest foohsh reprehension 

Of faulty men, which danger to thee threat 

But freely dost, of what thee list, entreat. 

Like a great lord of peerless liberty. 

Lifting the Good up to high honour’s seat. 

And the Evil damning evermore^to die 
For Life, and Death, is m thy doomful writing * 

So thy renown lives ever by inditing 

Dublin, this i8th of July, 1586 

Your devoted friend, durmg hfe 


II 

{Prefixed to ^'Nennio, or A Treatise of Nobility/' &c) 

Whoso will ^ek, by right deserts, t’ attain. 

Unto the type of true nobility, 

And not by pamted shews, and titles vam. 

Derived far from famous ancestry 
Behold them both in their nght visnomy 
Here truly portrayed, as they ought to be, 
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And striving both for terms of dignity, 

To be advanced highest m degree 

And, when thou dost with equal insight see 

The odds "twixt both, of both them deem anght, 

And choose the better of them both to thee 
But thanks to him, thaj it deserves, behight. 

To Nenna first, that first this work created, 

And next to Jones, that truly it translated 


III 

Upon the History of George Castnoty alias Scanderhegy King of the 
EpirotSy translated into English 

Wherefore doth vam antiquity so vaunt 
Her ancient monuments of mighty peers, 

And old heroes, which their world did daunt 

With their great deeds, and filled their children’s ears> 

Who, rapt with wonder of their famous praise. 

Admire their statues, their colossi great, 

Their rich tnumphal arcs which they did raise. 

Their huge p3rrdmids, which do heaven threat 

Lo ’ one, whom later age hath brought to light, 
Matchable to ^e greatest of those great, 

Great both by name, and great m power and might, 
And meriting a mere triumphant seat 

The scourge of Turks, and plague of infidels. 

Thy acts, 0 Scanderbeg, this volume tells 


IV 

{Pr^xed to ''The Commonwealth and Government of Venice”) 

The antique Babel, Empress of the East, 

ITpreared her bmldmgs to the threatened sky 
And second Babel, tyrant of the West, 

Her airy towers upraised much more high 
But, with the weight of their own surquedry. 
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They both are fallen, that all the earth did fear, 
And buned now in their own ashes he, 

Yet shewing, by their heaps, how great they were 
But in their place doth now a third appear, 

Fair Venice, flower of the last world’s delight. 
And next to them m beauty draweth near, 

But far exceeds inrpolicy of nght 
Yet not so fair her buildings to behold 
As Lewkenor’s style that hath her beauty told 
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Ahie, ahy to pay the penalty for 
suffer for, abide by endure 
Abord, from the bank, astray, at 
a loss 

Abuszon, deception, disgrace 
Accoy, to subdue, daunt, tame 
Accloy, to clog, choke encumber 
AdaWf to daunt, tame, moderate 
Adays, daily 

Address to prepare, adjust, direct, 
clothe, arm, addrest, ready 
A dr ad afraid, temfied 
Adventure to attempt, venture 
Advise, to consider, perceive, take 
thought of 

Advisement, counsel, advice 
Aetion, pseudonym for Drayton 
Affect, disposition 
A fflicted, low, humble 
Aflot, afloat, awash, flooded 
Afterclaps unexpected strokes or 
events 

Aggrate, to please, deligl^f 
Aguise, to deck, adorn 
Albe, although, in spite of 
Alegge to lessen, allay 
Algate cdmtes, altogether, always, 
by all means, nevertheless 
All, although, all as, as if 
A Is, also 
Alsoon, as soon 

Amenance, carriage, behaviour 
Apay, to please, satisfy 
Arc, arch 

Arede (p p ared), to tell, teach, 
interpret, to appoint, detect 
As, as if 

Assay, to try, assail, ill assayed, 
ill affected 

Assize, measure, estimate 
Assoil, to absolve, discharge, 
renew 

Assoil, to assail 
n879 


Asset, besotted 

Assure, to assert confidently, have 
confidence in 

Asterf to befall, come upon 
suddenly 

Astonied, astomshed, stunned 
Attone, together agreed, at one 
Attones, at once 
Avail, to smk, descend, lov er 
Avail, value profit, benefit 
Avise^ to perceive, consider 
Awhape totemfy 


Babe, doll 
Baldric, belt 
Bail, release 
Bandog, mastiff 

Base the game of prisoner's base, 
hiddmgbase, challenging at that 
game 
Bat, stick 

Bate, attacked baited 
Battailant, embattled, fortified 
Behight, to -^eak, name, address, 
ordam 

Behold, to hold, retain, capture 
Behote, called 

Belay, to beset, encompass 
Belgards, fair (or kind) looks 
Belive, forthwith, quickly 
Bellibone, a fair maid, bonny lass 
Bene, are 
Bent, obedient 

Besem, " well-beseen," of good 
appearanpe, comely 
Besprent, oesprint, b^pnnkled 
Besiad, bested situated, disposed 
ordered 
Bet, did beat 
Betight, to betide 
Biggen, cap 

Bilbo, Bilbao, noted for its swords 
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to soothe, flatter, cajole 
Bioncnet hvenes grev coat«i 

Sode, dwelt bootless bode lived 
uselessly, without profit 
Bloosme, blossom, flower 


Bolt, arrow 
Bood, abode 

Bord, to aocost talk with, a< bord, 
alongside 

Bordrags, border raids 
Barrel, rustic 
Borrow, pledge, security 
Bought, fold, coil, knot 
Brace to encompass 
Breach violation 
Breme, boisterous, rough, dull 
Brere bnar 

Bngandtne, kind of light vessel 
Brisie, gadfly 
Brocage, pimping 
Bugle glass bead 


Bu$kets, bushes 
But-tf, unless 
Buxom, obedient, 3aelding 
By-aiid by, one by one, unmedi' 
ately 

Bynempt, named, bequeathed, ut 
tered (on oath), declared 
Byze, Byzantium 


Cannot, httle cabin, arbour 
Caruk, azure 
Can, knows 
Cantion song 

full of care, sorrowful 
Cam, care sorrow, gnef 
Case, condition, phght 
Cast to resolve attempt 
CjMmfred, wnnkled, furrowed 
C^a«c^/W,nsky hazardous 
Chapter, capit^al of a column 
Cmrm^ to tune, a tune, song 
CAeer cpunt^iance, favour, mood, 
food 

Ch^shmentl tenderness 
Chemsance, enterprise, undertak- 

iC^eaunoe, 


Chief, ‘'wrought with a chief,*' 
worked with a head (like a 
nosegay) 

Cleanly, skilfully 
Clepe, to call 
QmA, clicket latch 
Closely, secretly 

Clouted, bandaged with a clout or 
rag 

Cocked, in cocks or heaps 
Colour, pretence' 

Colourable, specious, plausible 
Colourahly, with a hidden meaning 
Coloured, deceitful, crafty 
Colewort, cabbage plant 
Complement perfection union 
Compline, evensong 
Con, to know 
Conceit, idea, opimon 
Concent, harmony 
Conditions qualities 
Conspire, to agree 
Conteck, dispute 

Contempt, contemned, despised 
Conveyance, underhand dealing 
Cope, to chop, bargain with 
Copesmate compamon 
Corage, nature, mmd 
Corhe crooked 
Corpse, (hving) body 
Cosset, a hand-reared lamb 
Cost, to^pproach 

Costmary, an aromatic plant, 
used in flavounng 
Couet, to covet 

Counter feasanc-e, cotwterfeiting, 

mimicry 

Counterpoint, counterstroke plot, 
tnck 

Cour, to cover protect 
Couth, could knew, knew how 
Crag, neck 

Crank, boldly, lustily 
Cratch, manger 
Crazy, cracked 

Crew ( ‘ pnestes crew "), cruet, 
cruse 

Croud fi.ddle 
Cruddle, to curdle 
Crumenall, purse 
Culver, dove 
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Dearnly sorrowfully, mournfully 
Deface, to aba^, destroy 
Defame, dishonour, disgrace 
Delay, to temper 
Demise, submissive, base 
Despight anger, malice, injury, 
defiance 

Devise to purpose, to describe, 
recount 

Dight, to order arrange, dress 
Dinges, dirges 

Dirk to darken, dark darkly 
Discoloured many-coloured 
Discure to discover 
Disease, to distress 
Dispace (oneself) to wander to 
and fro 

Distain, to suUy, defile 
DistraugUed, distracted 
Divide, to allocate, give forth in 
various directions 
Divined, deified 
Dole, doole sorrow, grief 
Doom, judgement, censure 
* Doubted, redoubtable 
Drearihead, dreariness affliction 
Dreed, dread 
Drent, drowned 
Droll, drudge, tod 
Duest, most deserved, appropnate 

Eath, easy 
Edified, built 
Eft, afterwards, also 
Eftsoons, soon after forthwith 
Eke, to eke out, protract, also 
Eld old agfe 

Embase, to humble, lower embased, 
degraded 

Embassade embassy 
Embay, to bathe, bask 
Empale, to encircle, border 
Emp&risk to enfeeble 
Empight, fixed 
Emvde, to emulate, nval 
Encmnter, lest 

EncJieason, reason, cause occasion 
Endeamurm&ht, endeavour, labour 
Endoss, to inscribe 
Engine, wile, deceit, contrivance 
Eng^ss, to write in large letters 
Enrace, to implant 


Enragement, rapture 
Ensue to pursue 
Entertain, reception welcome 
Estranged, removed abroad 
Eyas, newly fledged hawk 

^in, glad, eager gladly 

cheat deceiver vagabond 
Falser, a deceiver 
Feateously neatly 
Fee, wealth, property, service 
Feign, to imsigyno pretend 
Fet, to fetch derive fetched 
Fiant, warrant 
Fine to refine 
Flasket, basket 
Flaw, gust of wind 
Fleet, to float 
Fon a fool 

Fondly fonly, foolishly 
Fondness, folly 
Fone foes 
For, for fear of 
Forego to go before, precede 
Fore-red, foretold 
Foresay to renounce 
Forhail, to distract 
Forlore forlorn, lost, deserted 
Forpass, to pass by 
Forswai spent with heat 
I Forsmonk tired with over-work 
Fren, stranger, enemy 
From, frozen 
Frowy musty stale 
Fume to pass away like smoke 
Funeral death destruction 

Galage (galoche), a wooden shoe 

Galingale, sweet cyperus 

Gang, to go 

Gar, to cause, make 

Gasiful,ioB:dol dreary 

Gate way 

Gate, goat 

Geason, rare, uncommon 
Gelt, gold • 

Gelt gelded (fig ) 

Ghost, vision 
Gm (pret gan), to begm 
Gipsen, gipsy 
GirUmd, girlond, garland 
Giusi, tQUTSameiit, tilt 



Glade, to gladden 

Ghtterand glittering 

Glose to comment on, interpret 

Goodhhead, goodness goodly ap- 

^ pearance 

Goolds, mangolds 

Gossip, kinsman 

Grail, gravel 

Gra^e, to grow, be prevalent 
Grate to fret, harass 
Gree, rank station degree 
Greet to weep, weeping, lamenta- 
tion 

Gride, to pierce 
Gulf, throat maw 
Gulfing, flowing (hke a gulf) 

Had-I-mst (=had I known), a 
vain regret or pursuit 
Hale, health wefiare 
Han, have 

Happely, haply by chance 
Hash, a wicker basket for fish 
Heame, home 
Heartless timid 
Heben, ebony 

Heeling heel-piece of a stocking 
Hem, -fiiem 
Hent, took, seized 
Her, their 

Herse, the solemn obsequy in a 
funeral 

Hery to praise worship, honour 
Hest, behest, command 
Heydeguies, lively dances 
Hidder, young male sheep 
Hight is called called summoned 
Host, to entertain, lodge, to host, 
to be guests 

Hole (cf hight), was called, 
mentioned 

Hove, to abide, wait, linger 
Hugger-mugger, in secret, secretly 
Husband, husbandman, farmer 

Imp, scion, child, offspring 
Impacable, unappeasable 
Indignify, to disparage 
Infest, to attack, assail, to make 
hostile 

Infuse, infusion 
Ingate, entrance 


Inly, inwardly, thoroughly 
Inn, dwelling, lodging 
Intendiment, knowledge under- 
standing 

Interdeal negotiation 

Inure to use, practise, accustom 

Jacob staff, a pilgnm s staff 
Jasp jasper 

Javel a worthless wretch 
Jolly, handsome, gallant, cheerful 
big 

Jouissance, merriment, mirth 

Keep, to take heed, take care of, 
that which IS kept, charge, heed, 
care 

Ken, to know try, ascertain, 
recognize 

Kerns, rustics, peasants 
Kesar, emperor 
Kidst, knewest 

Kind, nature sex, respect, manner 

Layd faint, reduced, subdued 
Larded, fattened 
Latched, seized, caught 
Launch to lance, pierce 
Lay laity 
Lay lea field 

Leaps, baskets in which to catch 
or keep fish 

Leasing, falsehood 

Ledden, dialect speech 

Lee, river current 

Leese, to loose 

Lepped, did leap 

Lere, to learn lesson, lore 

Levin lightning 

Lewd, Ignorant, wicked, foolish 

Lief, dear, beloved, willing 

Lig, hggc to he 

Light, quickly 

Likely, similar 

Lin, to cease 

Line, linen 

List, to desire, like, (impers) to 
please 

Lwelode, livelihood 
Loast, loosened, loose 
Lope, leapt 

Lore, lorn, left, deserted 



Lorrel, rogue, blackguard 
Losed, loosed 

Lout, to bow, do obeisance 
Lust pleasure, desire, to wish for 
Lushhead, pleasure, lustfulness, 
vigour, lustiness 

Lymiter, a fnar licensed to beg^ 
within a certain district 

Macerate, to harass 
Madding, frenzied 
Maidenhead, first-fruits 
Maintenance, behaviour 
Make, to write poetry 
Make, companion mate 
Malefice, evil deed 
Maliced, regarded with malice 
Mantle to stretch the wings (as 
a hawk on its perch) 

Martyrize, to devote as a martyr 
Mavis, song-thrush 
May maiden 

Mazer, a bowl or diinkmg-cup 
made of maple-wood 
Meanly, moderately 
Meaie, boundary 
Medle, to mix 

Meint, ment, meynt, mingled, 
united 

Melampode, black hellebore 
Melting meddling 
Memories, services for the dead 
Mew, to imprison den, prison 
Misgone, gone astray 
Misguide, trespass 
Missay, to speak ill 
Mister, ibrt of, manner of 
Mo, moe, more 
Mochell, much 
Moil, to defile 
MoUwarp, mole 
Moorish, marshy 
Morion, helmet 

Most*what, generally, joi ^.ne most 
part 

Mote, may, must, might 
Moit, measured 
Mought, might, could 
Mystery, profession, trade 

NW, near, nearer 
Na$, has not 


Natheless, natkless, netkeless, none 
the less, nevertheless 
Ne, nor 

Needments, necessanes 
Newel new thing 
Nigh, to draw near 
NUi, will not 
N^p, to slander 
Nis, is not 
Not, know not 
Nould, would not 
Nourice, nurse 
Noveh, news 
Noyous, disagreeable 
Nuitred, trained, skilled 

Onchalc, a kind of brass 
Ought, owned owed 
Ouzel, blackbird 
Over-all, everywhere 
Overcraw, to crow over 
Overdight, covered over, over- 
spread 

Overgive, to give over 

Overgo, to surpass, overcome 

Overgrast, grown over with grass 

Overhail, to draw over 

Overkest, overcast 

Owe {her fall), be bound (to fall) 

Paddock, toad 

Painful, painstaking hard- 
working 

Pall, a cloak of rich material 
Paragon, compamon, equal, match 
Paravant, pre-eminently 
Parget, plaster 

Passionate, that moves to com- 
passion, pitiful 
Paunce, pmsy 
Petze, to weigh down 
Perdie {ts^par dieu), truly, cer- 
tainly, indeed 
Peregal, equal 
Perselme,^BXBloy 
Pieced, imperfect 
Pight, fixed, placed, fastened 
Pill, to spoil, plunder 
Pine, sorrow, grief 
Plain, to complain, lament 
Port, poriance, demeanour, beanng 



Pouhe the goblm known as Puck 
or Robin Goodfellow 
Pouldradt powdered, spotted 
PoussGt pease pulse 

bull s-eye of target 
Pricket, a buck in its second year 
Pnef proof, experience 
Prime, spnng-time, morning , 
(6am) 

Pnmitias, first-fruits 
Primrose (fig ), the chief the most 
excellent 

Principals the two pnncipal 
feathers in each wing (falconry) 
Purchase to obtain, get, win 
Pursuivant, pursuer officer with 
warrant 

tofade wither 
Queme, to please 
Quire company 

Quit, quite (p p quight), to set free, 
requite repay 
Quook, quaked 

Rahhlement rabble confusion, 
tumult 

Rackt, extorted 
Rail to flow, pour down 
Rakehell, worthless rascally 
Rathe, early, quickly, soon 
Rather early-bom 
Raughi, reached, granted 
Raunch to wrench 
Ray to defile, soil 
Reave (pret reft raft) to bereave 
take away (forcibly) 

Recure, to cure to recover regain 
Red, made ready 

Rede, to know declare explain or 
advise, discover, perceive ad- 
vice, counsel 
Reek, to care, reck 
Regiment, government, domam 
Revoked called back 
Rew, row in rew in oxd&t 
Ronts, runts, young bullocks 
Roundle, roundelay 
crowd troop 

Rove, to shoot at a chance mark 
(archery) 

Ruddock redbreast 


Rueless, ruthless 
Rutty, rooty 

Sale, a wicker net (made of sallows 
or ivillows) 

Sample, example 
^ay a fine cloth 
Scarahee, a beetle 
Scath hurt, damage, ruin 
Scope aim 

Sdeign to disdain disdain 
Sdetgnful disdainful 
Seem to beseem 
Self selfsame 
Seiuale, valerian 

Shend to disgrace, put to shame, 
surpass 

Shidder, young female sheep 
Shield, * God shield '' God forbid 
Shrifts, confessions 
Sib, alan, related 
Sicker, surely, certainly 
Sike such 

Silly simple, innocent 
Singulis sobs 
Sith since 
Sithe time 

Sithens since since that lime 
Sits, is becoming 

Skill, to signify, to be a matter of 
importance 
Slipper, shppery 
Smirk, nedPfc, tnm 
Sneb snib, to reprove, snub 
Solein, sad 
Somedeal, somewhat 
Soot, sweetly 
Sooth, augury truth 
Sops in wine, a pink, the clove- 
pink * 

Sore falcon a falcon of the first 
year 

Sort, company, to associate with 
Sovenance, remembrance 
Speculation, seeing, vision 
Speed to succeed 
Sperre to bolt, shut 
Spight, injury, disgrace 
Spill, to ravage, destroy 
Spired forth, shot forth 
Spring, spnngal, youth 
Squib, a paltry trifling fellow 



Statn, to eclipse, excel 
Stalled, rescued, released 
Stank, weary 

Startup, rustic half-boot or buskin 
State, stately 
Stay, duration 

Steed, station, place ^ 

Steven, voice, cry 
Stte, to ascend 
Stomach, courage spirit 
Stomed, astonished alarmed 
Stound, a moment of time 
Stound, astonishment, amazement 
trouble, sorrow 

Stour, tumult disturbance, battle, 
passion, fit 

Strain, to constrain, force, to put 
into verse 
Strake, struck 

Stud, trunk, stock, shrub bush 
Sue to follow, solicit 
Suffisance, abundance 
Surquedry, pnde, insolence, pre- 
sumption 

Surview, to overlook survey 
Swam, labourer, youth 
Swerd, sword 
Swink, labour, toil 
Swound, swoon 

Tahrere, player on a tabor or drum 
Taking, plight, condition 
Tamhourins, small drunfc 
Tapet, tapestry, figured work 
Tawdry lace, a lace (girdle) such 
as was bought at the fair of 
St Ai:^rey (Etheldreda) 

Tead, torch 

Teen, grief, sorrow, pam 
Temperature, commixture 
Termless, unlimited 
Thereto, besides 

Themed, trained, instructed, en- 
dued 

Thilk, that same, this 
Tho, then 

Throughly, thoroughly 
Tickle, uncertain, insecure 
Tide, time, season, opportunity 
Timeiless, untimely 
nmely, seasonable, early 
Tinct, tinged 


Tine, afliction, pam, sorrow 
Tined, kindled 
Tire, to attire, adorn 
Tod, a thick bush 
Too, very too very, exceedingly 
Tooting, spying out, peeping 
Trace, to walk, pursue one’s way 
T^act track trace, course (of time) 
Tram, wile, deceit, snare 
Treachour, traitor 
Trentah, services of thirty masses 
for the dead 

Trode, path, footstep trodden 
Try, to experience, contend, prove , 
a daw try, prove a jackdaw or 
fool 

Tyranne, tyrant 

Uncase, to strip 
Uncrudded, uncurdled 
Underfong to ensnare, entrap, to 
undertake 

Underlay to surpass 
Under say, to affirm in contra- 
to any one 

Undersong, burden (of a song) 
Uneath, scarcely with difficulty, 
uneasily, difficult 
Unhappy, unfortunate 
Unkent, unknown 
Unkind, unnatural 
Unsoot, unsweet 
Until, unto, towards 
Unweetmg, not knowing, uncon- 
scious 

Unwont, unaccustomed 
Usurped, used, affected 
Utter, to put out or forth 

Vade, to go, vanish 
Vainesse, vanity 
Villain, vile 
Virelays, light songs 
Vtsnomy, physiognomy, visage 
Void, to go, depart 

Wailful, lamentable 
War, worse 

War, knob or protuberance on a 
tree 

Warreyed, made war on 
Waymeni, to lament, lamentation 
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Weanel, a weanlxug, laftib or kid 
Weet to know 

Weetless unconscious, ignorant, 
thoughtless 

Weld to wield govern, influence 

Welk, to wane fade 

WeXt to wax, grow, become 

What for a what sort of a 

Whelky, shelly 

Whenas, when 

Wh&reaSf where 

Whether, whether, which of two 
Whilom, formerly once 
Wight person, being 
Wight, active 
Wighily, quickly 
Wimble mmble 
Witch, reed 

Wite, blame, witen, to blame 
Witeless blameless 
Womanhead, womanhood, woman- 
kind, womanliness 
Won (wonmng) dwelling-place, 
abode 

Won, woon to dwell 
Wonned were wont 


Wood, mad, frantic, furious 
Wot, know, knows 
Wox woxen become, grown 
Wrack, wreck, destruction 
Wroken, avenged 
Wry, awry, crooked 
,Wull, will 

Yate, gate 

Yhlent, blinded, dazzled 
Yclepe, to call 
Yconned, learnt 
Ydrad, afraid 
Yede, to go 
Yeven, given 

Yfere, together in company with 
Ylk, same 
Yode went 
Youngth youth 
Youngthly youthful 
Younher, a youth 
Ythundered, struck by a thunder- 
bolt 

Ytost, harassed 
Ywis, certainly, truly 
Ywroken, avenged 
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